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"I  BRING  MY  ROSES." 

BY 

A.   VON   AHN    CARSE. 

A  very  fine  Song.      Singers  in  search  of  an  effective  Song  are 
strongly  advised  to  look  at  this. 


I    bring"  my  ros  -  es     Pluck'd  from  gar-dens  fair, 
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I    bring*  my  thoughts  For    you,   sweet  soul,    to  share  ; 

1  bring  my  roses 

Plucked  from  gardens  fair, 

1  bring  my  thoughts 

For  you,  sweet  soul,  to  share  ; 

1  bring  my  love 

And  find  it  ever  new, — 
Only  for  you  ! 

I  bring  my  blossoms 

Burning  with  love's  fire, 
I  bring  my  hopes — 

To  live  in  your  desire, 
I  bring  my  life 

And  all  it  purpose  true — 
Only  for  you  ! 
Keys  C  (compass  B  to  E)  and  D.  Fred  G.  Bowles 
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PRELIMINARY    NOTE. 


The  action  takes  place  in  that  period  of  Californian  history 
which  follows  immediately  upon  the  discovery  made  by  the 
miner  Marshall  of  the  first  nugget  of  gold,  at  Coloma,  211 
January,  1848.  An  unbridled  greed,  an  upheaval  of  ali 
social  order,  a  restless  anarchy  followed  upon  the  news  of 
this  discovery.  The  United  States,  which  in  the  same  year, 
1848,  had  annexed  California,  were  engaged  in  internal  wars: 
and  as  yet  undisturbed  by  the  abnormal  state  of  things,  they 
were  practically  outside  everything  that  occurred  in  the 
period  of  our  work  ;  the  presence  of  their  sheriff  indicates  a 
mere  show  of  supremacy  and  political  control.  An  early 
history  of  California,  quoted  by  Belasco,  says  of  this  period: 
"  In  those  strange  days,  people  coming  from  God  knows 
where,  joined  forces  in  that  far  Western  land,  and,  according 
to  the  rude  custom  of  the  camp,  their  very  names  were  soon 
lost  and  unrecorded,  and  here  they  struggled,  laughed, 
gambled,  cursed,  killed,  loved,  and  worked  out  their  strange 
destinies  in  a  manner  incredible  to  us  of  to-day.  Of  one 
thing  only  we  are  sure — they  lived  !  "  And  here  we  have  the 
atmosphere  in  which  is  evolved  the  drama  of  the  three 
leading*  characters.  The  camp  of  the  goldseekers  in  the 
valley,  and  the  Sierra  mountains  ;  the  inhabitants  of  the  spot 
coming  down  from  the  mountains,  joining  the  goldseekers 
who  come  from  every  part  of  America,  making  common  cause 
with  them,  sharing  the  same  passions;  round  this  mixed  and 
lawless  folk  a  conglomeration  of  thieving  and  murderous 
gangs  has  sprung  up  as  a  natural  outcome  of  this  same  lust 
of  gold,  and  infests  the  highways,  robbing  the  foreign  gold- 
seekers as  well  as  those  from  the  mountains  ;  from  the 
strenuous  conflict  between  these  two  parties  arises  the 
application  of  a  primitive  justice  of  cruelty  and  rapacity. 

The  Girl  of  the  Golden  West — a  drama  of  love  and  of 
moral  redemption  against  a  dark  and  vast  background 
of  primitive  characters  and  untrammelled  nature — is  an 
episode  in  this  original  period  of  American  history. 
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CHARACTERS. 


MINNIE  

JACK    RANCE 

DICK  JOHNSON  (Ramerres) 


Sheriff 


NICK 
ASHBY 


Bar  tender  at  the  ' ;  Polka' 
Age?it  of  the    Welts  Fargo 
Transport  Co. 


> 


Miners 


SONORA 
TRIN 

SID 

HANDSOME 

HARRY 

JOE 

HAPPY 

LARKENS 

BILLY  JACKRABBIT 

WOWKLE         

JAKE    WALLACE       .. 

JOSE    CASTRO 

A  Postilion 

Men  of  the  Camp. 


Soprano 

Baritone 

Tenor 

Tenor 

Bass 

Baritone 
Tenor 
Baritone 
Baritone 
Tenor 
Tenor 
Baritone 
Bass 
An  Indian  redskin  Bass 

Billy's  squaw  Mezzo-Soprano 

A  travelling  camp- 
minstrel  ...  Bartione 

A  greaser,  from  Ramerrez 's 

gang  ...  Bass 

Tenor 


At  the  foot  of  the  Cloudy  Moimtains  in  California. 
A  Mining  Camp  in  the  days  of  the  gold  fever — 1849- 1850. 


ACT   I. 


Interior  of  the  "  Polka/' 

A  large  room,  roughly  built  in  the  shape  of  a  triangle,  of 
which  two  sides  form  the  walls,  with  the  right-hand  wall 
further  extended.  The  angle  at  the  back  is  cut  off  by  a  large 
aperture  forming  the  door — a  folding  door — which  is  barred 
from  the  inside.  From  a  side-wall  a  small  staircase  leads  to 
an  upper  landing  projecting  over  the  room  like  a  balcony, 
from  which  hang  deerskins  and  rough,  bright-coloured 
hangings.  Underneath  the  balcony  a  short  passage  leads 
into  the  "  Dancing  hall,"  as  indicated  by  a  placard  in  red 
letters.  The  passage  is  guarded  by  a  stuffed  bear.  Near 
the  door,  at  the  back,  is  the  bar,  with  glasses,  bottles,  &c. 
Behind  it,  on  one  side,  is  a  cupboard  without  doors,  full 
of  kitchen  utensils,  and  on  the  other  side  a  small  barrel  in 
which  the  miners  keep  their  gold  dust.  Behind  the  bar,  in 
the  middle,  is  a  rectangular  window,  with  diamond-shaped 
panes  ;  above  it,  over  the  window,  is  written  in  big  letters  : 
"  A  real  home  for  the  boys."  On  the  same  wall  is  a  Reward 
Notice  of  5,000  dollars  ;  the  figures,  the  name  "  Ramerrez  " 
and  the  firm  "  Wells  Fargo "  are  clearly  legible  from  the 
front.  From  the  ceiling  a  variety  of  characteristic  dried 
fruits,  &c,  are  hanging.  On  one  side  is  a  sheet-iron  screen 
to  protect  a  person  from  pistol-shots  ;  on  the  other,  a  big 
chimney-piece.  Towards  the  footlights  is  the  faro  table,  with 
the  paraphernalia  of  the  game — another  table  further  back — 
and  still  another  near  the  bar. 

(The  big  door  in  the  background  and  the  window  both 
command  a  view  of  the  valley  with  its  wild  vegetation  of 
elders,  oaks  and  dwarf  pi?ies  all  wrapt  in  sunset  glow. 
In  the  distance  the  snow-mountains  are  tinted  with  gold 
and  violet.  The  very  strong  light  021 1 side,  which  is 
rapidly  fading,  makes  the  inside  of  the  "  Polka"  seem 
all  the  darker.  In  the  gloom  the  outlines  of  things  can 
scarcely  be  distinguished.  On  the  left,  close  to  the  foot- 
lights, near  the  chimney-piece,  the  glimmer  of  Jack 
Rance's  cigar  is  seen.  Near  the  staircase  on  the  right, 
Larkens  is  seated  on  a  cask,  his  head  in  his  hands. 
Suddenly  he  rises,  takes  a  letter  from  his  pocket,  looks  at 
it  sadly,  goes  to  the  counter,  takes  a  stamp,  fixes  it  on 
the  letter,  which  he  puts  into  the  mail-box  y  and  sits  dozvn 
on  the  cask  again.  Outside  in  the  distance  are  heard 
mingled  shouts  and  mournful  strains  of  song.) 


Voices  in  the  dis    ince. 

To  the  "  Polka!" 

—To  the  i  j?almeSj!' 
—Hallo ! 

—Hello  ! 
(a  refrain  in  the  far  distance.} 

44  In  the  homestead, 

Far  away, 

How  she'll  weep  for  me  !  ".  .  . 

(Nick  comes  out  from  under  the  stairs  with  a  candle  which 
he  has  lighted  at  the  oil  lamp.  He  lights  the  candles 
placed  here  and  there ;  climbs  on  a  stool  and  lights 
the  centre  lamp  ;  lights  the  candles  in  the  dancing  hall, 
then  goes  to  light  up  the  upper  room.  The  "Polka" 
suddenly  becomes  full  of  life.  Groups  of  miners 
returning  from  camp  begin  to  come  in.) 

Harry,  Joe,  Handsome  and  Others,     {entering) 
Hello,  Nick  ! 

Nick.  Hello,  boys,  how  goes  it  ? 

Sid  and  Happy ',  followed  by  Billy. 
Hello! 

Nick.  Hello ! 

Joe,  Handsome  and  Others  (humming an  American  refrain). 
"  Dooda,  dooda,  day"  .  .  . 

Harry,     {sitting  at  the  faro  table.) 
Bring  the  cigars,  Nick  ! 

Joe  (banging  the  table  with  his  hand). 
And  whisky ! 

Nick.  All  right. 

Handsome.  How's  Minnie  ? 

Nick.  She's  jolly. 

Sid  (who  has  sal  down  at  the  faro  table,  to  those  around  hiin). 
You  fellows,  a  game  of  faro  ?     Who  will  play  ? 

Harry.  I  for  one. 

Happy.  I'll  take  a  hand. 

Joe.  And  I. 

Handsome. 

All  right !     Say  boys — who's  going  to  be  banker? 

Happy.  Sid. 

Handsome.  Rotten  business. 
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Sid  (throwing  cards  on  table). 

Well,  shuffle,  if  you  want  to.         (Harry  shuffles.) 

Joe  {clapping  Sid  on  the  shoulder). 
Hallo ! 

[Other  miners  have  come  in  and  have  gone  straight  to  the 
dancing  hally  humming  the  same  refrain  softly.  Some 
have  gone  to  the  upper  room. ) 

Sonora  &  Trin  (coming  in). 

Some  supper,  Nick  !     Got  any  left? 

Nick.  Not  much.     Oysters  in  vinegar. 

Sonora.       Bring-  what  there  is. 

Trin.  ...And  whisky. 

Sonora  (clapping  Larkens  on  the  shoulder). 
Hello,  Larkens  ! 

Larkens  (in  a  melancholy  tone,  without  raising  his  head  from 
his  hands). 

Hello  ! 

The  Miners  (getting  ready  for  the  game). 

Come  on,  then  ! 
Sid.  Put  up  your  stakes. 

(Nick  comes  and  goes  very  busily \  with  bottles  and  glasses 
from  the  upper  room  to  the  dancing  hall.  He  also  gets 
ready  the  table  in  the  middle  for  Sonora  and  Trin.) 

Joe  (staking). 

On  the  queen  ! 

Harry  (staking). 

On  the  low  ! 

Handsome  (staking). 

On  the  high ! 

The  Miners  (from  the  balcony). 
Nick,  some  drinks  ! 

Sonora  (to  Trin,  seated  ready  at  the  table). 
I'm  waiting. 

Trin  (from  the  group  of  players ',  to  Sonora). 

Coming. 
Happy  Some  chips ! 

Sid.  A  king — An  ace. 

Handsome.  Confound  him ! 

Rance  (to  Nick,  who  is  passing  by,  points  to  Larkens  sitting 

with  his  head  in  his  hands). 

Look  !  what  is  wrong  with  Larkens? 


Nick.  Just  his  usual  trouble.     He  is  homesick  : 

Sick  for  his  native  country  ! 
He's  thinking  of  his  dear  old  Cornwall 
And  his  mother  who  is  waiting-  for  him — 

Rance  [lighting  his  cigar). 

This  God-forsaken  country,  curst  with  the  lust  of 
gold! 

Nick.  He's  got  the  yellow  fever. 

Once  get  the  sight  of  gold  and  you  are  poisoned. 

Rance.         But  Minnie,  what  has  kept  her? 

{At  the  faro  table  the  game  becomes  more  exciting!) 

Sid  [to  Happy,  pointing  to  the  score). 

How  much  ? 
Happy.  Ten. 

Sid   {giving  him  the  rest).  And  ninety,  makes  a  hundred. 

Knave  !     Queen  ! 

Joe.  Hallo  !     Hurrah  ! 

Happy.  O  damnation ! 

Trin.  Cursed  Australian  ! 

Joe.  The  three  will  never  win. 

Trin.  All  on  the  three  ! 

Sid.  Three!  seven  I 

Trin.  I'm  cleared  out.     Good-bye  ! 

(Leaves  the  card  table  and  sits  down  at  the  table  where 
Sonora  is  supping.  The  game  goes  on.  Nick  passes 
to  and  fro  with  trays  and  drinks.  Billy  furtively 
approaches  the  counter ',  steals  some  cigars  and  goes  out. 
In  the  cloudy  sky  great  patches  of  stars  are  seen.) 


Nick  [coming  back  from  the  dancing  roomy  aloud  to  all). 
To  the  dance  hall,  you  fellows, 
If  you  want  to  dance  ! 

Sonora.      Want  to  dance?     The  idiots  ! 

Not  with  men  for  my  partners  !     No,  thank  you  ! 

Trin.  No,  thank  you  ! 
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So nora  {rising,  aside  to   Nick  who  is  coming  back  from  the 
counter  with  a  box  of  cigars). 

Have  you  any  news  from  Minnie  for  me  ? 

Nick  {slyly,  humoring  him). 

Rather  :   I  can  tell  you 

That  you're  the  one  she's  chosen ! 

Soxora  (jumping  for  joy,  aloud). 
Cigars  all  round  ! 

All.  Hurrah  ! 

(Nick  goes  round with  the  cigars,  distributing them  ;  he  goes 
down  ;  two  youths  come  dancing  out  of  the  dance-hall,) 
Trin  {taking  Nick  aside,  sotto  voce), 

Nick,  what  of  Minnie? 
Nick  {slyly  to  him  also). 

Well !     Why,  I  can  tell  you 
You're  the  one  she's  chosen  ! 

Trin  {jumping  for  joy). 

Whisky  all  round  ! 
All.  Hurrah ! 

(Nick  hands  roimd  bottles  and  glasses.) 

Jake  [singing  in  the  distance). 

"  I  am  thinking*  of  my  folk 

In  the  homestead, 

Way  back  yonder. 

Are  they  sitting  lone  and  sad, 

Are  they  weeping  ? 

Do  they  wonder 

When  I'll  come  again  !  " 
Nick  (appearing  in  the  doorway). 

Here,  boys,  here  he  is  ! 

Jake  Wallace,  the  camp  minstrel  ! 

{But  the  homesick  refrain  has  caught  hold  of  all  these 
rough  grasping  souls  :  heads  are  raised,  ears  strained — 
they  gradually  leave  off  gambling.  Those  on  the  upper 
floor  crowd  out  to  hear  better  ;  in  the  sileiice  the  soft 
tinkling  of  the  counters  dies  away,  Jake  Wallace,  the 
minstrel,  appears  in  the  doorway  singing  and  accom- 
panying  himself  on  his  banjo.) 

Enter  Jake  Wallace. 
Jake.  "  My  old  mother — ." 

{He  stops,  amazed  at  the  silence  which  greets  him.  All  the 
miners,  their  faces  turned  towards  him,  sign  to  him  to 
continue, ) 
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—  How  she'll  fret 

For  her  sonny, 

For  her  sonny. 

How  she'll  weep  for  him  ! " 

Some  of  the  Miners  {fr&m  the  card  table). 
I  can  see  her  at  her  loom 
Weaving  linen 
For  the  winding  sheet 
To  cover  her — 

Jake.  How  are  my  old  folk  out  yonder? 

Do  they  wonder  when  I'll  come  again  ? 

Some  of  the  Miners  {from  the  balcony  of  the  floor  above). 
And  my  dear  old  faithful  dog... 

Jake.  Will  he  know  me  ? 

Some  of  the  Miners  {from  above). 
And  my  dog  Tray, 
Will  he  know  me  still  ? 

(A  desperate  homesickness  overcomes  them  all.  Someone 
who  has  started  accompanying  the  song  with  muffled 
fist-thumps  on  the  table,  stops  short.) 

Harry  (breaking  into  a  despairing  sort  of  sob). 
Dear  old  home  beside  the  river  ! 

The  Miners  {at  the  table). 

Far  away,  over  yonder  I 

The  Miners  {from  above). 

Far  away,  over  yonder  ! 

All  {softly). 

Shall  I  ever  see  you  more  ? 

{The  song  dies  away  in  an  anguished  silence.  Larkens, 
roused  from  his  mournful  lethargy  by  the  homesick  song, 
has  risen.  At  the  last  words  of  the  chorus  he  bursts  out 
weeping  aloud. ) 

Voices.       Jim,  what's  the  matter  ?     Jim! 
What's  wrong? 

Larkens  (in  tears  of  despair,  entreatingly). 
I've  had  enough, 

I  want  my  folk,  I'm  homesick  !    I  want  to  go  home  I 
Boys,  I'm  done,  I  don't  care  who  knows  ! 
Oh,  send  me  back  home  !     Boys,  I'm  stony  ! 
I'm  sick  to  death  of  drilling  rocks  and  mining  ! 
Give  me  my  cornfields,  give  me  my  mother ! 


{All gather  round  him,  deeply  moved,  trying  to  comfort  him. 
Sonora    takes   a   little   bowl  and  urges  them  to  threw 
money  in  for  Larkens.) 
Sonora.      To  send  him  home,  boys — 
Voices.        Here — Take — Five  dollars  ! 
Five  more — Here  you  are — 
Here's  some  more. 
Sonora  (to  Larkens).  • 

Buck  up,  lad ! 
(He  pours  the  contents  of  the  bowl  into  Larkens*  hands  ;  the 
latter   is   deeply   touched  and    overcome,    nodding  and 
smiling  between  his  tears.) 
Larkens.     Thank  you,  thank  you,  boys  ! — 

(Larkens  goes  off ;  a  group  of  miners  take  up  the  refrain  of 
the  song.  Billy  comes  back  and  goes  slyly  up  to  the 
counter,  trying  to  steal  a  drink.  Nick  sees  him  and 
chivies  him  away,  then  he  squats  on  the  floor,  close  up  to 
the  footlights,  playing  a  game  of  solitaire.  Jake  Wal- 
lace and  some  of  the  me?i  go  into  the  dancing  hall.  The 
faro  is  continued  round  Sid.) 

Voices.        Have  you  all  done  ?     Four — three — 

I  double — Two — Put  up  your  stakes — An  ace — 
A  King — Knave — Queen — ace.      I  double — 
No  more  bets  ! — Two  ! — Three  ! 
Handsome  (who  has  caught  Sid  cheating,  bangs  his  fist  on  the 
table). 

This  scoundrel's  cheating  ! 
Sonora.  Hands  up ! 

Trin.  Cheat ! 

Handsome.     Up  with  your  arms  ! 

( Takes  the  pack  of  cards  and  throws  it  on  the  table. ) 

Now  look  ! 
Harry.        Bind  the  blackguard ! 

Sonora.  We'll  hang  him  ! 

Voices.       Let's  hang  the  scoundrel !  rascal ! 
Let's  hang  the  scoundrel !  robber  ! 
(Sid  is  surrounded  and  then  borne  to  the  ce?itre  of  the  stage. 
All  are  up  against  him,  going  for  him,  even  Billy,  who 
has  got  tip  from  the  ground.     Rance,  who  had  gone  out, 
appears  in  the  doorway  of  the  danci?ig-hall,  watching  the 
scene  with  cold  indifference.) 
Sid  (whining).  . 

For  pity's  sake  ! —     Mercy,  boys  ! — 

Jack  Ranch  (approaching). 

What's  the  matter? 
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Handsome. 

He's  been  cheating- ! 
He'll  get  what  he  deserves  ! 
Voices.       The  gallows  !     Let's  hang  the  wTretch  ! 
Rance  [smiles  laconically,  takes  out  his  handkerchief,  unfolds 
it,  and  polishes  his  boots  with  it,  resting  his  foot  on 
a  chair.) 

Look  here,  you  boys  ;  don't  be  hasty.  — 
Come  ;  let's  see  ! 
Voices.        Let's  hang  the  wretch  ! 

He  deserves  death  ! 
{They   all   draw   closer  around    the   trembling    Sid,    a?id 
threaten  him.). 

Rance  [restraining  them,  coldly). 
is  death  so  awful  ! 

A  sudden  shock,  a  gasp,  and  all  is  over  ! 
I  know  a  much  harder  sentence. 
Give  me  his  card. 
(They  hand  Rance  the  two  of  spades  ;  he  pins  it  on  to  Sid's 
chest  above  his  heart.) 

On  his  heart,  just  as  he'd  wear  a  flower. 

He'll   never  touch   a  card   again.      Let  this  be  a 

warning. 
If  he  dares  to  take  it  off,  hang  him  ! 
(To  Handsome). 

To-morrow,  pass  the  word  in  the  camp. 
(To  Sid).    Go! 
Sid  (entreating  the?n,  blubbering). 

See  here,  boys,  show  some  mercy  ! — 
All  (mocking  him,  a?ul  pushing  him  away). 
Scoundrel  !      Rascal  ! 

You  be  off!  Out,  rascal,  out  !  Ugh  !  Ugh  ! 
(They  kick  him  out ;  Billy,  who  fears  another  kick  from 
Rance,  slinks  away  furtively.  Range,  as  though 
nothing  had  happened,  sits  down  at  the  faro  table, 
inviting  them  to  join  him.  Harry,  Joe  a?id  a  miner 
sit  down  at  a  table  on  the  right,  drinking.) 

Rance  (To  Sonora  and  Trin). 
A  poker ! 
(To  Nick).     Nick,  the  chips  ! 

(  While  they  settle  to  the  game,  e7iier  Ashby.) 
Ashby.         The  Sheriff,  hello  ! 
Rance  (to  the  miners). 

Stand  back,  you  boys,  stand  back  ! 

This  is  Mister  Ashby,  agent  of  Wells  Fargo. 
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(Ashby  shakes  hands  •with  Rance,  Sonora,  Trin  and  others 
near  hi?n>  a?id  nods  a  greeting  to  those  further  off,  who 
respond  with  a  ?iod.) 

Ashby.         Nick,  bring-  me  some  whisky. 
(to  those  near  him) 

Tell  me,  how  is  the  Girl  ? 
All.  All  right,  thank  you. 

(Nick  brings  four  whiskies  to  the  table. ) 
Rance.        What  news  of  the  greaser? 

Ashby.         After  three  months'  tracking, 
I  am  close  on  his  heels. 

(Nick  goes  out.) 

Rance  (to  Ashby).   I've  heard  it  said  he  robs  you  like  a  gentle- 
man. 
Is  he  Spanish? 

Ashby.         I  think  not. 

But  he  heads  a  band  of  Mexican  greasers  : 
A  strong  wily  rabble  that  sticks  at  nothing, 
Keep  a  sharp  look  out.     I  must  rest  now. 
I  am  dead  beat,  my  bones  are  aching. 
Good-night,  all  you  fellows ! 

[Takes  a  cloak  under  the  staircase — lies  down  comfortably 
without  taking  heed  of  what  goes  on  around  him. — Nick 
comes  bach  with  a  jug  of  hot  water  and  hands  round 
glasses  of  whisky  and  lemons.) 

Trin  (to  Nick).     What's  this  ? 

Nick.  From  Minnie! 

All.  Here's  to  Minnie  !     Here's  to  our  Minnie  ! 

Rance  {impressively).     Missis  Rance,  quite  shortly. 

Sonora  (bursting  out).     No,  you  yellow-faced  old  Chinaman  ! 
Minnie  is  making  game  of  you  ! 

Rance  (gets  up,  white  with  rage). 

Sonora,  your  whisky  is  too  strong. 

I'll  overlook  it...      I'd  have  you  remember, 

That  nobody  has  ever  dared  to  make   game    of 

Jack  Rance ! 
It's  well  for  you  I  take  no  notice  of  insults 
From  one  who's  tipsy ! 

Sonora  {takes  his  pistol,  but  is  held  back  by  his  mates.  Nick 
and  another  hide  behind  the  screen  to  get  out  of  range  of 
the  pistol-shots). 

Imbecile  old  gambler  ! 
Minnie  is  fooling   you  ! 


Rance  (ceming  a  step  nearer). 

Prove  it ! 
Sonora*  {freeing  himself). 

Is  fooling  you,  old  yellow  face  ! 

Rance.        Ah,  be  damned  to  you. 

(He  rushes  upon  him;  they  come  to  blows  ;  the  others  try  to 
separate  them,  but  are  too  late  ;  a  woman  has  come  in 
quite  suddenly,  has  separated  them  with  a  strong  arm, 
snatching  Sonora's  pistol  from  him  and  hidi?ig  it  in  a 
box  on  the  counter.  Handsome  fullows  her  and  stops  by 
the  counter  watching  her,  full  of  admiration.  They  all 
give  a  shout ;  their  anger  dies  away  promptly.  Rance 
alone  moves  away,  gloomily,  to  his  seat  on  the  left. ) 

All.  Hello,  Minnie!     Hello,  Minnie! 

Minnie.       What's  the  matter?  (Severely  to  Sonora.) 

You  again,  Sonora? 

Trin.  Nothing,  Minnie,  just  nonsense. 

They  were  fooling  ! 

Minnie.       You'll  send  the  whole  place  to  rack  and  ruin  ! 
Disgraceful ! 

Joe  (offers  her  a  bunch  of  flowers). 
Minnie — 

Minnie.       I'll  give  up  the  school. 

All.  No,  Minnie,  no  ! — 

Sonora  {in  confusion). 

Say,  when  you  are  late  we  get  impatient — 
And  then  we — 

Minnie   (shakes  her  head  and  smiles  ;  she  goes  up  to  the  counter 
and  sees  Handsome  lost  in  co?itemplation). 

Handsome,  why  are  you  staring  ? 

Handsome  [starts,  smiling,  perplexed).  Nothing. 

All  [laughing). 

He  stared  at  you  ! 

Joe  (offering  the  flowers). 

Minnie,  I  picked  these  flowers 

By  the  Black  Torrent. 

Lots  of  them  grow  in  my  country  ! 

Minnie.        Oh,  thank  you,  Joe  ! — 
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Sonora  {taking  a  folded  ribbon  from  his  pocket). 

This  morning-  a  trader  came  to  the  camp  from 
San  Francisco —     He  had  some  lace  and  ribbons. 

{unfolding  the  ribbon. ) 

This  is  one  for  you —     Just  look,  brig-lit  crimson, 
The  colour  of  your  lips — 

Harry  {unfolding  a  silk  handkerchief). 

And  this  is  blue  as  blue,  just  like  your  eyes ! 

Minnie.       Thank  you  !     Thank  you  ! 

Ashby  {who  has  risen  and  gone  to  the  counter,  raising  his  glass). 
Regards  of  Wells  Fargo  ! 

Minnie  {clinking glasses  with  Ashby). 

Hip  !     Hip ! 

{offering  Ashby  cigars.) 

"  Regalias  "  ?     "  Auroras  "  ?     "  Eurekas  "  ? 

Ashby  {with  a  slight  bow). 

Ah,  if  it  comes  from  you,  any'll  do  j 

The  brand  won't  matter, 

They  all  will  taste  alike 

Of  the  dainty  hand  that  has  touched  them. 

Nick  {to  Minnie  in  low  tones). 

Say,  Minnie,  give  them  all  a  pleasant  word  ; 
It's  ripping  what  it  will  do 
For  business  ! 

Minnie  (giving  him  a  playful  smack  on  the  shoulder). 

You  old  rascal ! 

{catching  sight  0/*  Rance,  sitting  apart) 

Good  evening  to  you,  Sheriff,  good  evening  ! 
Rance.         Good  evening,  Minnie. 

Sonora  {to  Minnie,  handing  her  a  little  bag  of  gold) 
Here,  girl,  clear  the  slate  with  that! 

(Minnie  wipes  out  Sonora's  account,  weighs  the  gold,  signs 
for  it,  and  places  it  in  the  barrel.) 

Ashby  (to  Rance). 

It  seems  to  me  sheer  madness  to  keep  all 
That  gold  here  with  those  road-agents  prowling  ; 
Up  in  our  bank  it  would  be  far  safer. 

(Rance  and  Ashby  conti?me  their  talk  apart.  Minnie  has 
taken  from  a  box  on  the  counter  a  Bible,  and  goes  down 
to  the  centre  of  the  stage.      They  all  follow  her  and  form 
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a  circle  round  her — two  of  them  bring  a  bench,  on  which 
four  or  five  sit  down.) 

Minnie  {turning  the  pages  of  the  Bible). 

Where  were  we  ? — Ruth — Ezekiel — No — 
Esther?     No — Here's  the  bookmark. 
Fifty-first  Psalm  of  David— " 

{To  Harry,  who  has  sat  down.) 

Harry,  tell  me  who  was  David  ? 

Harry  {getting  up,  quaintly,  like  a  schoolboy  saying  his  lesson). 

A  king- 
In  olden  times,  a  regular  hero, 
Who,  when  he  was  a  youngster, 
He  armed  himself  with  an  ass's  jawbone, 
And  went  for  a  great  big  giant  and  slaughtered 
him — 

Minnie  {laughing). 

O  what  a  muddle — Sit  down. 

(Harry  sits  down  in  confusion.      To  Joe,  who  has  got  up  to 
sharpen  a  pencil  with  a  huge  knife. ) 

Sit  down,  Joe  ! 
Now  we'll  have  reading. 
The  second  verse  : 
"  Purge  we  with  hyssop,  and  I  shall  be  clean — " 

Trin.  What  is  this  hyssop,  Minnie  ? 

Minnie.      A  plant  that  grows  in  the  East. 

Joe.  And  don't  it  grow  out  here  ? 

Minnie.       Yes,  Joe,  in  everybody's  heart 
A  little  bit  is  growing — 

ing). 
In  the 

Minnie  {gently). 


Joe  {laughing). 

In  the  heart? 


The  heart. 

{Resumes  the  reading.) 

u  Wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 

Create  in  me  a  clean  heart, 

O  God,  renew  a  righteous  spirit 

Within  me-" 

{Breaking  off.) 

And  that  means,  you  boys,  that  all  throughout 

The  wide  world  there's  no  sinner 

Who  can't  find  a  way  or  1  leans  of  redemption — 


i8 

Don't  we  all  of  us  know  in  our  hearts 
That  best  and  highest  teaching  of  love? 

(Ashby  and  Rance  have  come  closer  and  stand  listening. 
Enter  Billy  with  his  usual  stealthy  steps  ;  he  goes  U 
the  counter  and  empties  the  dregs  of  two  or  three  glasses 9 
licking  the  brims.) 

Trin  {laughing). 

Look,  Minnie ! 
Minnie.  What's  up? 

Joe.  Billy's  washing  the  glasses. 

Billy  [laughing  slyly  arid  smacking  himself  on  the  chesty 

Good— 
Minnie.  Billy  1 

Nick  (giving  him  a  kick). 

Get  out  of  that,  you  rascal ! 

Billy  (goes  up  to  Minnie  with  feigned  humility). 
Please,  missis — 

Minnie.  What  d'you  want?     Know  your  lessons  J 

Billy  (as  before).     Lessons,  Billy?...  (laughs  drunkenly.) 

He!— 
Minnie.       Let's  hear  you  ;  count  up  to  seven. 

Billy,  —  One —  two —  three — 

four —  five —  six,  seven — knave,  queen  and  king— 

(All  burst  out  laughing ,  Minnie  gets  up.) 

Minnie.       You  silly  old  idiot ! 

And  Wowkle — have  you  married  her  ? 

Billy  (with  a  sly  air). 

Too  late  to  marry  now  I —     We've  got  a  baby — 

(Another  burst  of  laughter  greets  this  excuse.  Minnie  calk 
him  and  he  goes  up  to  her  reluctantly.  The  girl  take* 
the  stolen  cigars  from  his  pocket). 

Minnie.       This  thieving  red-skin  has  betrayed  her — 

The  rascal  !     They've  got  a  baby  six  months  old  I 
There'll    be  trouble   if  you   don't  marry   her  to- 
morrow ! 
Off  you  go ! 
(Takes  him  by  the  ear,  and,  amidst  general  laughter \  puts 
him  out  of  the  door.      Goes  back  to  the  counter.     Ranch, 
who    has   been   watching    her  movements    throughout^ 
approaches  the  counter.     The  gallop  of  a  horse  is  suddenly 
heard.) 

Nick  (running  to  the  door). 
The  post  ! 
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Post-Boy  [outside,  appears  in  the  doorway  on  horseback). 
Hello,  you  boys  ! 

{Gives  Nick  the  letters,  who  carries  them  in.) 

Be  on  your  guard  !     A  greaser  has  been  seen 
Hanging  round  the  district. 

(Nick  distributes  the  post :  a  despatch  for  Ashby  ;  letters 
for  Happy,  Handsome,  and  Joe  ;  a  newspaper  for 
Harry.  Ashby  opens  his  despatch,  reads  it  with 
amazement.) 

Ashby.         Express  ! 

{Enter  the  post-boy;  all  gather  round  him.  Ashby  questions 
him). 

Ashby.         Do  you  know  a  certain  Nina? 
Nina  Micheltorena? 

Minnie  ( inte r posing,  full  of  info rma tio ?t) . 
She's  a  cute  Spanish  creature, 
A  native  of  Cachuca  ;  we  all  know  her  ; 
A  designing  hussy, 

Who  spends  her  time  ogling  all  the  men — 
You  ask  the  boys  about  her  ! 

(Trin  and  Sonora,  who  are  near  her,  make  embarrassed 
negative  signs.  The  post-boy  goes  out  with  Nick  ; 
Minnie  goes  back  to  the  counter.  Happy,  Handsome, 
Joe,  and  others,  in  various  positions,  some  at  the  back, 
some  more  in  front,  peruse  their  letters.  Harry  reads 
his  paper,  Ashby  and  Rance  advance  towards  the  foot- 
lights. ) 

Ashby.         Sheriff,  to-night  I'll  have  Ramerrez  swinging — 

Rance.         What's  that  ? 

Ashby  (showing  him  the  folded  despatch). 

The  adventuress,    Nina,  has  betrayed  his  move- 
ments. 
To-night,  at  midnight,  he'll  be  at  the  "  Palmeto." 

Rance  (doubting). 

That  Micheltorena  is  a  wrong  'un. 
Ashby,  don't  you  trust  her. 

Ashby  (winking  his  eye). 

Hum  !     A  love-lorn  woman's  revenge — 
I've  got  him,  Rance,  absolutely. 

(Rance  and  Ashby  move  away  again  under  the  stairs  and 
continue  their  conversation.      The  miners,  grouped  about 
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the  stage,  go  on  reading  their  letters.     Minnie  at  th* 
counter,  is  joking  with  Sonora  and  Trin.) 
Handsome  [reading a  letter,  sotto  voce,  but  audibly). 

Kitty  married  ?     And  who  is  marrying*  my  Kitty  ? 
Fancy  !     The  clockmaker,  her  neighbour — 
That  deaf  old  mummy  !     Well  !— 

[Sighing  at  the  memory  of  many  things,) 
Poor  little  Kitty  ! 
Happy  [reading,  sotto  voce). 

At  last  the  poor  old  parrot  is  discouraged  ; 
He  no  longer  calls  ;   "  Good  morning,  brother  !  " 
But    says:     "  Happy,"    and    then    says:     "  He's 
gone !  "... 
H  arr  Y  (re a  ding  h  is  paper) . 

Great  fires,  wars,  earthquakes,  floods — 
What  awful  disasters! —     In  my  own  country, 
How    many    things    be    there?     How   are    they 
faring  ? — 
Joe  [reads), 

"  Yes,  truly,  Joe,  my  news  is  sad" — 
(Continues  reading  sotto  voce  ;  suddenly  he  bangs  the  table 
with  his  fist,  throws  himself  with  a  crash  on  a  bench  and 
howls,  his  head  in  his  hands, ) 
All  (surrounding  him). 

— Joe,  what's  wrong?     — Bad  tidings? 
Pluck  up  courage  ! 
Joe  (throwing  his  cap  on  to  the  ground  in  angry  grief), 
(Reads)   "  Your  poor  old  granny  is  no  more  !  " 
(Is  about  to  say  more,  but  restrains  himself,  bites  his  finger  y 
wipes  his  eyes  with  the   back   of  his  hand,  and  drily 
orders  :) 

Whisky ! 
(Nick  goes  to  the  counter.  Joe  sits  down  again,  motionless y 
head  in  hands  ;  all  round  him  look  at  him  in  silence, 
Harry  folds  up  his  newspaper,  Happy  and  Handsome 
put  their  letters  back  in  their  pockets.  Nick  brings  Job 
the  whisky  and  goes  out  with  Ashby,  who  shakes  hands 
with  Rance  and  Minnie,  and  nods  good-bye  to  the  others. 
In  the  dancing  hall  the  music  starts  a  dance.  All  go 
over  there.  Joe  drinks  his  whisky  off  at  a  gulp  and 
goes  out.  Rance  stays  by  the  counter  watching  Minnie.) 
Nick  [re- entering). 

A  stranger's  just  outside — 
Minnie.       Who's  he? 
Nick.  I've  never  seen  him... 

Seems  like  a  San  Franciscan. 

He  wants  some  whisky  and  water. 
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Minnie.       Whisky  and  water?     What's  all  this  nonsense  ? 

Nick.  Why,  that's  just  what  I  told  him  : 

At  the  "  Polka"  we  drink  our  whisky  neat ! 

Minnie.        Fetch  him  in.     We'll  curl  his  hair  for  him. 

(Nick  goes  out  again.     Rance  draws  near  to  Minnie,  and 
speaks  to  her  with  a  voice  trembling  with  passion. ) 

Rance.         I'm  dead  gone  on  you,  Minnie. .e 

Minnie  [smiling,  indifferent}. 
You  don't  say  so... 

Rance.         A  thousand  dollars  down  if  you  will  kiss  me  ! 

Minnie  {nervous,  laughing). 

Rance,  you  make  me  laugh  at  you...  Be  off, 
have  done  with  it  1 

Rance  [edging  up  to  her). 

You  can't  stay  here  alone  ! 
I'll  marry  you... 

Minnie  [dodging  hint,  ironically). 

And  your  good  wife?     What  of  her? 

Rance.       You've  but  to  say  so,  she'll  never  see  me  more  ! 

Minnie  [haughtily). 

Rance,  stop  it  !     You  annoy  me  ! 

If  I  live  like  this,  you  know  quite  well 

It's  because  I  like  it... 

[Feeling  in  her  bodice  and  flashing  a  pistol  before  Rance's 
eyes. ) 

I've  got  a  sure  and  true  protector  by  me, 

Who  never  will  desert  me. 

Rance,  leave  me  in  peace. 
[Puts  the  pistol  back  in  her  bodice — Rance  silently  moves 
away  from  the  counter,  sits  down  at  the  faro  table,  and 
absent-mindedly  starts  playing. — A  pause.) 

Minnie  [looks  at  him  surreptitiously,  then  goes  up  to  him). 

Are  you  cross  with  me,  Rance?     What  for?     I've 
told  you  straight  what's  in  my  mind. — 

Rance  [throws  down  the  cards  with  a  violent  gesture,  then  in 
a  harsh  a?id strident  voice). 

Minnie,  when  I  left  my  little  home 
Beyond  the  mountains,  across  the  ocean : 
Nobody  cared,  Minnie,  not  a  creature, 


Nor  did  1  waste  a  tear  at  leaving-  ! 

No  one  loved  me,  and  I  loved  no  one, 

And  no  one  and  nothing-  gave  me  pleasure  ! 

Deep  in  my  breast  I  have  a  gambler's  heart, 

Embittered,  warped  and  poisoned, 

Which  laughs  at  love,  and  mocks  at  destiny. 

I  set  forth  on  my  journey, 

Attracted  by  nothing  else  but  gold, 

And  gold  alone  has  not  deceived  me  ; 

Now  for  a  kiss  from  you,  I'll  give  a  fortune  ! — 

Minnie  [dreamily). 

Real  love  is  very  different. 

Rance  (mockingly). 

Romantic  ! 

Minnie.       Down  home  in  Soledad,  when  I  was  little, 

I  had  a  tiny,  smoky  little  room  above  the  kitchen, 

In  my  father's  inn, 

And  I  lived  there  with  father  and  mother. 

Ah  ! — I've  not  forgotten  : 

Even  now  I  see  the  men  come  in  at  sundown. 

Mother  saw  to  the  cooking  and  to  the  bar. 

Father  dealt  the  cards  for  faro. 

Mother,  she  was  lovely,  her  little  feet  were  pretty  ; 

Sometimes  she'd  take  a  hand  at  faro, 

And  I  used  to  hide  underneath  the  table, 

Hoping-  someone  would  drop  some  money  ; 

And  sometimes  I'd  see  her  snuggle  her  feet  close 

up  to  father's. 
Oh,  how  she  loved  him  !     Ah  ! 
So  I  don't  want  to  take  a  husband 
Unless  I  really  love  him. 

Rance  (sneeringly). 

P'rhaps  you  have  found  the  treasure  already  ? 

(Minnie  is  about  to  reply,  when  Nick  re-enters,  and  with 
him  is  Dick  Johnson.) 

Johnson  {throwing  his  saddle  down,  haughtily). 
Who  wanted  to  curl  my  hair? 

Minnie  (gives  a  start  oj  surprise,  and  recognition — but  controls 
herself  at  once). 

Good  evening-  to  you,  stranger  ! 

Johnson   (also   gives    a  start    of  surprise,    then  says    more 
gently). 

I'm  the  man  who  asked  for  water  with  his  whisky. 
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Minnie  [eagerly). 

Not  really? 

Nick,     the     stranger    takes    his    whisky   as   he 
likes  it. 

[Amazement  on  Nick's  and  Range's  part.    Nick  looks  for  a 
bottle   of  soda   under   the   counter.      Rance    looks   on, 
frowning. ) 
Minnie,  {slightly  embarrassed \  points  to  a  bench). 

Be  seated.     I  guess  you're  tired. 
Johnson,     [equally  embarrassed,  looking  at  her). 
The  Girl  of  the  camp? 

Minnie  [blushing). 
Yes. 

Rance  [aggressively  and  rudely,  goes  up  to  Johnson). 
We  don't  let  strangers  inside  the  camp. 
Don't  you  think  you've  struck  the  wrong  turning  ? 
I  fancy  you  set  out  to  visit 
Nina  Micheltorena  ? 

Minnie,  [to  Rance,  reprovingly). 
Rance  ! 

Johnson.     I  just  looked  in  here  wanting  to  rest  my  horse  for 
a  while. 
And  then,  perhaps,  a  game  of  poker. 

Rance  [rudely). 

Of  poker  ?  And  what's  your  name  ? 

Minnie  [laughing).  Whoever  cares  out  hert 

To  know  the  name  of  strangers  ? 

Johnson  [looking  straight  at  Rance), 
Johnson. 

Rance  [hostile). 

Johnson.     That  all  ? 

Johnson.     I'm  from  Sacramento. 
Minnie  [very  graciously). 

Glad  to  see  you  here, 
Johnson  of  Sacramento  f 
(Rance  retires  apart,  shaking  with  anger.    Nick  goes  out.) 

Johnson  (Minnie    and   Johnson    chat,  leaning    against    the 
counter). 

Thank  you — 

So  you  remember  me  still  ? 

Minnie  [smiling). 

Yes,  it  you  remember  me — 
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Johnson.     Could  anyone  forget  ? 

'Twas  on  the  road  that  leads 
To  Monterey. 

You  handed  me  a  sprig-  of  jasmine— > 


Minnie. 
Johnson. 


And  then  I  asked  you  : 

Let's  gather  berries  together — 


Minnie.  But  I  refused  — 

Johnson.  You  wouldn't — 

Minnie.  You  remember  that,  then  ? 

Johnson.  I  should  think  so — 

Minnie.       Then  I  passed  on  my  way. 
Then  you  were  saying— 
{Lowering  her  eyes, )     Can't  remember  what — 

Johnson  {going  close  to  her). 

Yes,  yes,  you  do  remember : 
Told  you  that  from  that  hour — 

Minnie.       You  would  never  forget  me. 

Johnson.     And  I  never  shall — no,  no  ! 

Minnie.       How  often  I  hoped  we'd  meet  again. .. 
But  no,  we  never  met  ! 

Range  (who  has  conic  icp  to  the  counter,  knocks  Johnson's  glass 
off  it  with  a  blow). 

Mister  Johnson,  your  behaviour's  offensive  ; 

I  am  Ranee,  the  Sheriff.     I'm  not  here  to  be  fooled. 

What's  your  business  up  here  ? 

Johnson  {draws  back  a  pace  a?id looks  at  him  contemptuously!) 
Rance  goes  to  the  door  of  the  dance-hall  and  calls:) 

You  fellows,  come  here  a  moment  I 
This  stranger  won't  explain 
His  business  in  the  camp  ! 

(Some  miners  come  out  of  the  dance  hall,  clapping  Johnson 
on  the  shoulder.) 

Miners.       He  won't?     He  won't? 

We'll  make  him  speak  up ! 

Minnie  (stopping  them  with  an  imperious  gesture). 

Wait  a  minute  !     I  know  him,  boys,  I  know  him — 
and  I'll  vouch  for  Johnson  ! 


(Minnie's    intervention  pacifies  the  miners ',  who  go  up  to 
Johnson  and  welcome  him  with  cordial  faces.) 

Sonoka.       Well,  good  evening", 
Mister  Johnson  ! 

Johnson  [cordially,  shaking  the  outstretched  hands). 
Good  evening,  gojd  evening  ! 

Trin.    (pointing  to    Ranch,  who  has  withdrawn  into  the  back- 
ground, paler  than  ustial). 

What  a  snub  for  old  Ranee  ! 

The  fool  will  see  at  last 

He's  not  the  master  of  the  st  Polka  '  ! 

1 1  ark  y  (to  Johnson,  pointing  to  the  dancing  hall). 
Mister  Johnson,  you  dancing? 

Johnson.     With  pleasure.  (offering  his  arm  to  Min nie.) 

Permit  me  ! 
(All  look  at  Minnie,   with    mingled  surprise  and  pie asti re, 
smiling  as  if  to   urge  her  to  dance.      Only    Rance  is 
frowning.) 

Minnie  (laughing  in  confusion). 

I  ?     Excuse  me,  Sir  ;  p'rhaps  you  will  not  believe  it, 
but  I've  never  danced  in  all  my  life. 

Johnson  (smiling). 

Dance  now,  then — 

All  Buck  up,  Minnie  ! 

Minnie  (making  up  her  mind  graciously). 
Well  then,  let's  try  it  ! 

(Takes  Johnson's  arm.) 
All.  Strike  up!       Hip!...  Hurrah! 

(They  all  accompany  the  music  :  the  first  quarter  by  lightly 
stamping  their  feet  on  the  floor ;  the  others  by  lightly 
clapping  their  hands,  thus  following  the  two  dancers. 
Trin  and  Sonora  keep  the  door  oj  the  dance-room  open. 
Sonora,  Trin,  Handsome,  Harry  a?id  Rance  remain 
on  the  stage. ) 

Nick  (re-en  ering). 

Where's  Minnie  ? 
Rance  (in  surly  to?ies). 

She's  inside  there, 

Dancing  with  that  dog — confound  the  fellow — 

Johnson  of  Sacramento  ! 

(Seeing  Johnson's   saddle  on  the  ground  he  gives  it   an 

angry  kick.       Nick    shrugs   his   shoulders — shouts   are 

heard  outside — AsHBY  and  a  few  others  appear  on  the 

threshold,  throwing  Jose  Castro  down  in  front  cj  them.) 
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Ashby.         Let's  hang  him  !     Bind  him  fast ! 

(Some  of  them  bind  him.     Castro  falls  down  on  the  left, 
close  to  the  footlights ,  like  a  frightened  animal.) 

Castro  [seeing  Johnson's  saddle — to  himself). 

My  master's  saddle  !     He  is  captured  ! 
Ashby  (to  Nick). 

Some  whisky  !...   I'm  exhausted. 

Rance  (seising  Castro   by  the   hair,   and  turning  back   his 
face). 

Now  then,  you  dirty  son  of  a  dog", 
Let  us  look  at  your  face  ! 
You  follow  Ramerrez  !... 

(A  group  of  miners  comes  rushing  out  of  the  dancing-halL 
The  da?ice  continues  within.) 

Castro.       I've  escaped  him. 
I  hate  him  ! 
If  you're  willing 
I'll  put  you  on  his  track. 

Sonora  (roughly). 

This  greasy  thief  is  lying  ! 

Castro.       No,  I  am  not ! 

Rance.         D'you  know  where  he  is  hiding? 

Castro,       'Tis  not  a  mile  from  here  : 
Up  the  Madrona  Canyada. 
I'll  show  you  the  way. 
By  the  name  of  my  mother, 
Maria  Saltaja, 

I  swear  I  don't  deceive  you ! 
If  you're  ready, 
I'll  lead  you — 
I'll  plant  my  dagger  in  his  back! 

Rance  (asking  those  around  him). 
Shall  we  go  ? 

Ashby  (looks  outside,  studying  the  sky). 

■  Don't  like  the  look  of  the  sky — 
There'll  be  a  blizzard — 

Sonora.       Let  us  risk  it — 
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Trin.  We'll  chance  it ! 

(Trin  and  Sonora  go  towards  the  door  of  the  dancing-hall, 
calling  :) 

Get  the  horses  !     Get  the  horses  ! 

( When  the  door  is  opened ',  Castro  has  looked  in  ;  has  seen 
Johnson,  and  Johnson  has  seen  him.) 

Castro  {joyfully,  to  himself). 

He's  not  taken !     He  is  dancing  ! 

Men  from  the  Camp  and  the  Mountain  [coming  out  of  the 
da?icincr-hall). 

Where  are  you  off  to  ? 
Rance.        We're  tracking-  Ramerrez  ! 
Nick  (anxious  on  account  0/ Minnie  and  the  gold  barrel). 

But  the  gold  ? 
Sonora  (gallantly). 

Minnie's  lovely  eyes 
Will  surely  guard  the  treasure ! 
(All  go  out ;  among  them  the  minstrel,  Jake  Wallace. 
Nick  takes  his  pistol  from  his  belt  and  stands  tn  the 
doorway  on  guard.  Soon  Johnson  co?nes  out  of  the 
dancing-hall,  sees  Casiro,  controls  himself.  Castko 
pretends  to  be  consumed  with  thirst?) 

Castro  (to  Nick). 

Bring  me  some  brandy  ! 
(Nick  goes  behind  the  counter  and  fetches  the  brandy.) 
Castro  (to  Johnson,  very  softly,  quickly). 

I  let  them  take  me  to  mislead  them. 

Our  men  are  close  at  hand,  in  hiding. 

Soon  you'll  hear  a  signal. 

If  you're  ready, 

You  answer  with  a  signal. 

(Nick  brings  Castro  the  brandy.  Johnson  turns  away, 
indifferently.     Castro  drinks  greedily. ) 

Nick  (/<?  Johnson). 

This  man  can  put  us  on  the  trail 
Of  Ramerrez. — 

{From  the  window,  behind  the  counter,  torches  and  red  and 
white  lights  are  seen  flashing  past ;  horses  are  heard 
stepping ;  and  voices  ai-e  heard.  Rance  comes  in  with 
some  men.) 

Ranch  ( pointing  to  Castro). 
Untie  him  ! 
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{Stares  at  Johnson,   rudely,   without  nodding,   biting  his 
hand  with  rage ;  orders  the  men  to  take  away  Castro, 
who  goes  out,  furtively  looking  at  Johnson.) 
Let's  be  off! 

(They  go  off ;  Nick  nods  to  t  him  from  the  door,) 
Nick.  Good  luck  to  you  ! 

(Nick  starts  closing  the  **  Polka"  He  goes  up  to  the  floor 
above  and  puts  out  the  light,  puts  out  the  lights  here 
and  there,  and  goes  to  the  dancing  hall.  Minnie  comes 
out  of  it.   N  ick  enters,  puts  out  the  lights  and  comes  back. ) 

Minnie  (to  Johnson). 

Mister  Johnson, 

Have  you  been  kind  enough 

To  stay  behind  and  keep  me  company  ? 

Johnson  (slightly  perturbed). 

It  you're  willing. 
(Sits  down  at  the  card  table.      Minnie  remains  standing  in 
front  of  him,  leaning  against  the  table.) 

Curious  thing  ! 

To  come  across  you  here, 

Where  anyone  can  come 

Who  wants  to  drink — 

Or  to  rob  you. 
Minnie.       You  bet  your  bottom  dollar 

I  should  know  what  to  do 

With  a  fellow — 
Johnson  {watching  her,  smiling). 

Even  if  he  came 

To  rob  you  of  a  kiss  ? 
Minnie  (laughing). 

You're  quite  right  there  ! 

Not  the  first  time  it's  happened  ; 

(lowering  her  eyes  with  charm. 

But  I  know  what  I'm  about,  and  my  first  kiss, 

Why,  I've  still  to  give  it. 
Johnson  (looking  at  her  with  growing  interest). 

Not  really?     D'you  live  here  at  the  "  Polka  ?  " 
Minnie.       No,  in  a  cabin  half-way  up  the  mountain. 
Johnson.    You  are  worth  something  better. 

Minnie.       I  don't  want  it. 

This  just  suits  me,  I  tell  you. 

I'm  proud  to  live  alone,  and  don't  know 

What  fear  is.     Now  I  feel  quite  safe  with  you, 

And  feel  I  can  trust  you, 

Tho'  you're  a  stranger  to  me. 
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Johnson.    Really,  I  myself  hardly  know  what  I  am. 

I've  lived  my  life,  and  enjoyed  it. 

I'm  enjoying  it  now  ! 

And  so  have  you  enjoyed  your  life  ; 

But  you  have  not  yet  lived  it 

For  all  its  worth,  and  tasted 

The  very  last  drop  in  the  cup. 
Minnie.       P'rhaps  not,  p'rhaps  not — 

I  am  only  a  common  little  creature, 

Obscure  and  good  for  nothing. 

You  talk  to  me  in  new  and  lovely  language 

Beyond  my  understanding. 

I  can't  explain  it, 

But  down  in  my  heart  I  feel  discontented 

That  I  should  be  so  little, 

And  a  longing  to  raise  myself  to  you, 

High  as  the  stars. 

A  longing  to  be  near  you, 

To  be  able  to  speak  with  you. 
Johnson,     What  you  cannot  say 

Has  been  revealed  by  your  heart, 

When  my  arm  circled  your  waist 

In  the  dance  just  now  : 

When  against  my  heart 

I  could  feel  yours  beat, 

Mine  was  flooded  with  joy  divine, 

And  a  wondrous  calm 

I  cannot  describe. 
Minnie.       Ah,  that  I  could  read 

My  heart  like  y^u  !      (Nick  comes  in  trembling). 

All  that  I  know  is 

That  I'm  full  of  joy, 

And  yet  of  fear... 

(Breaks  off  in  annoyance ',  seeing  Nick.) 

What  do  you  want  ? 
Nick  (fearfully).     Take  warning. 

Another  greaser  is  skulking  round  the  camp. 
Minnie  (rising,  goes  towards  the  door). 

Oh,  where  ? 
Johnson  (holding  her  back). 

Stay  here  ! 
(A  shrill  whistle  resounds  through  the  darkness.     Johnson 
to  himself ) 

The  signal  ! 
Minnie    (suddenly  frightened,   as  if  seeking   protection   with 
Johnson). 

Tust  listen  ! 
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Whatever's  that  whistle  ? 

{Pointing  to  the  barrel.} 

In  that  small  keg,  there,  Johnson,  there's  a  fortune. 

This  is  where  the  boys 

Leave  their  gold. 
Johnson.     And  they  leave  you  alone  like  this  ? 
Minnie.        Every  night  they  stay  here  and  sleep  around  it. 

Taking  turns  to  guard  it. 

To-night  they're  all  gone  off 

On  the  track  of  that  rascal.  (impetuously.) 

Oh  !  whoever  wants  that  gold, 

Can  only  get  it 

If  he  kills  me  first ! 

Johnson.    Minnie!  Do  you  mean  that  you  would  run  such  risks 

For  that  which  is  another's  ? 
Minnie  (places  her  foot  on  the  keg  as  if  to  guard  it). 

Oh,  but  you'd  do  the  same  ! 

If  you  knew  how  hard  they  work  to  get  it  ! 

What  all  this  dearly  won  gold  means  to  them  ! 

It's  a  desperate  struggle  ! 

Alkali,  rocks,  the  clay,  the  earth  : 

All  dead  against  'em  ! 

They  squat  on  the  damp  and  dirty  ground  : 

Till  the  dirt  fills  their  eyes, 

Their  bones  and  their  hearts  ! 

And  then  one  day  with  back  bent, 

With  spirit  broken,  with  brain  on  fire, 

On  the  edge  of  a  sluice,  on  the  bank  of  a  stream, 

They  lie  down,  and  they  don't  rise  again  ! 
(She  pauses,  lost  in  thought,  and  moved  by  a  reminiscence  ; 
sits  down  on  the  keg.) 

Poor,  wretched  fellows !  Scarce  a  man  among  them 

Who  hasn't  left  some  people  far  away, 

A  wife  or  some  children  ; 

While  he  has  come  out  to  die, 

Like  a  dog  or  a  packhorse  in  the  mire, 

Just  to  send  home  some  money 

To  help  his  folk  at  home  and  his  children  ! 

(determinedly. ) 

That's  why  the  man 

Who  wants  to  take  their  gold 

Will  have  to  first  kill  me ! 
Johnson  (on  a  sudden  impulse). 

Oh,  have  no  fears,  no  one  will  dare ! 

(with  an  impassioned  movement.) 

How  much  I  like  to  hear  you  speak ! 

But  I  am  bound  to  go  now,  I  am  bound  to  go  : 
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Yet  I  wanted  to  say  good-bye  to  you  once  more, 
In  your  cabin  on  the  hillside. 
Minnie  {dejectedly). 

Oh,  must  you  really  go  now  ?     What  a  pity  I 

(Goes  to  the  door  a?id  listens  for  a  moment!) 
The  boys  will  be  back  quite  soon  now. 
When  they  are  back  again,  then  1  can  go. 
If  you  want  to  come  and  see  my  cabin, 
We  might  go  on  with  our  conversation 
Cosily  by  my  fireside. 
Johnson.     Thank  you,  Minnie  !     I'll  come. 
Minnie.       Don't  expect  too  much  of  me  ! 

I've  only  thirty  dollars'  worth  of  education. 
(She  attempts  to  laugh,  but  her  eyes  fill  with  tears.) 
If  Pd  studied  more,  you  can't  tell  what  I  might 

have  been  ! 
Don't  you  think  so  ? 
Johnson  (touched,  half  playfully). 

When   I   think  of  what  we   might  have  been  !   I 

understand  it,  Minnie, 
When  I  look  at  you  ! 
Minnie  [wiping  away  a  tear). 
D'you  mean  it? 
But  what  good  is  it? 
A  useless  good-for-nothing — 
(Comes  up  the  stage,  lea?is  her  arms  against  the  counter, 
sobbing,  with  her  face  hidden.) 
Johnson  (goes  up  to  her,  tenderly) 

No,  do  not  cry,  dear  Minnie, 
You  don't  know  yourself. 
Nothing  really  matters 
When  you've  a  good  pure  nature. 
And  you've  the  face  of  an  angel  ! 
(Takes  his  saddle,  goes  to  the  door  with  a  violent  gesture, 
stands  listening  a  moment,   then  opens  it  and  goes  out 
quickly.     Nick  hastens  in  cautiously,  lowers  the  lights. 
The  silence  is  profound.     Nick  goes  and  opens  the  door, 
waiting  for  his  mistress  to  go  out.     Minnie,  half  dazed, 
remains  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  dark  room,  lighted 
only   by   the   twinkling  of  the  little  lamp  beneath   the 
staircase. — Suddenly,    as    if    lost    in   an   intoxicating 
memory,  she  murmurs  gently.) 
Minnie.       He  said — What  did  he  say  ? 

(Buries  her  face  in  her  hands,  giving  vent  to  her  feelings  in 
a  deep  sigh. ) 

The  face  of  an  angel ! 

(The  curtain  falls  slowly.) 


ACT   II. 

Minnie's  Dwelling. 
It  consists  of  a  single  room,  above  which  is  a  loft  where 
trunks,  empty  boxes  and  various  things  are  neatly  piled  up. 
The  room  is  papered  according-  to  the  taste  of  the  period. 
In  the  centre,  at  the  back,  is  a  door  opening  on  to  a  short 
landing.  On  the  right  and  left  of  the  door,  two  windows 
with  curtains. 

Running  along  on  one  of  the  walls  is  the  bed,  with 
its  head  underneath  the  room  formed  by  the  loft.  It  is  half 
covered  with  a  canopy  of  flowered  cretonne.  At  the  foot  of 
the  bed  a  small  table,  with  hand-basin  and  water-jug,  also 
a  bureau  on  which  stand  various  feminine  toilet  accessories. 

On  one  side,  at  the  back,  a  pinewood  wardrobe,  on  the 
door  of  which  a  dress,  a  hat  and  a  shawl  are  hanging  from 
a  hook.  Close  by,  a  low  fireplace,  on  the  mantelshelf  of 
which  stand  an  old  clock,  an  oil  lamp  without  a  globe,  a 
bottle  of  whisky  and  a  glass.  Another  three-shelved  bracket 
close  to  the  hearth  holds  plates,  pots,  kitchen  utensils.  In 
front  of  the  hearth,  a  bear  skin.  Almost  in  front  of  the  door, 
rather  nearer  the  fireplace,  is  a  table  laid  for  one,  with  cream, 
biscuits,  a  tart,  some  slices  of  meat  and  a  sugar  basin,  a  lamp 
on  the  tanle.  Between  the  table  and  the  fireplace  is  a 
rocking-chair,  made  out  of  an  old  barrel  cut  in  half,  and  set 
on  two  half-moon-shaped  pieces  of  wood.  Some  other 
leather  chairs  about  the  room.  The  walls  are  hung  with 
old  oleographs  and  many  other  quaint  objects. 

Only  one  hour  has  elapsed  since  Act  I.  The  wind  is 
whistling  outside  ;  the  panes  are  covered  with  frost. 


(When  the  curtain  rises  Wowkle  is  squatting  on  the  floor 
near  the  fire,  her  papoose  on  her  back  in  a  portable 
cradle.  Her  cape  is  open  at  the  neck  and  turned  down  ; 
it  is  tied  round  the  waist  with  a  red-fringed  sash ; 
buckskin  moccasins ;  her  hair  parted  in  the  middle, 
falling  in  two  plaits  tied  with  a  ribbon.  Round  her 
neck  she  wears  a  number  of  strings  of  glass  beads  in 
various  colours,  also  white  and  red  striped ;  silver  ear- 
rings and  bracelets.  She  is  young,  sweet-faced,  plump, 
supple  and  voluptuous  ;  the  regular  type  of  an  Indian 
squaw.  Her  eyes  are  small  and  beady.  In  a  soft 
monotonous  voice  she  sings  a  lullaby  to  her  baby,  rocking 
it  on  her  back.) 


33 

Wowkle  {singing  and  rocking  the  baby). 

11  Grant,  O  Sungod,  grant  thy  protection, 
Guard  this  innocent  infant  sleeping, 
Starry  guardian,  ever  joyful, 
Faithful  Moongod,  ever  watchful. 
Hao,  wari !     Hao,  wari !" 
(Billy  knocks  at  the  doora?id  enters.     At  frequent  intervals 
during  this  scene  the  two  Indians  utter  a  low  growl,  half 
nasal,  half  guttural,  very  like  a  grunt.) 

Billy  (coming  in,  grunts  a  greeting). 
Ugh! 

Wowkle.   Ugh  ! 

(Billy  sees  the  glasses  on  the  table,  with  a  swift  look  round, 
he  is  about  to  taste.} 

Cream  !  pastry  !  the  missus  !  not  to  touch  'em. 

Billy  {drawing  back). 
Billy  honest. 

Wowkle.    Ugh  ! 

Billy.         Ugh  ! 

(Sees  the  empty  paper  box  of  the  cream-cakes  on  the  floor. 
Picks  it  up.  A  little  cream  has  stuck  to  it ;  he  carefully 
collects  it  on  his  finger,  and  sits  dow?i  indifferently,  next 
to  Wowkle.) 

Your  missus  has  sent  me.     She  say   Billy  must 
marry. 

Wowkle  [impassively). 

Wowkle  don't  know. 

Billy.  Your  father  give  how  much  for  wedding  ? 

Wowkle  (as  before). 

Me  not  know. 

Billy.  Billy  give  four  dollars  to  your  father ;  and  give 

a  blanket. 

Wowkle.    Wowkle  say  :  better  we  keep  blanket  for  to  cover 
baby. 

Billy  (swaying  with  pride). 

Keep  um  baby  !     To-morrow  we  go  sing  at  church. 

(Gives  Wowkle  a  little  bit  of  paper  with  cream  on  it. 
Lights  his  pipe^) 

"  My  days  are  as  um  grass  .  .   . 
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(Wowkle  recognises  the  tune,  with  a  gru?it  of  satisfaction, 
she  nestles  up  to  Billy,  and  shoulder  to  shoulder  she  sings 
with  him,  rocking  herself  to  and  fro. ) 

11  Or  as  urn  faded  flow'r 

Um  wintry  winds  sweep  o'er  um  pram, 

We  perish  in.  um  hour." 

Then  we  get  married  :  get  lots  bead  and 
whisky!     Ugh!... 

Wowkle  (rises). 

Here  come  the  missis  ! 


(Minnie  appears,  in  the  door  and  holds  the  lantern  up  high 
as  she  comes  in.*  Its  light  flashes  on  the  faces  of  the 
Indians.  She  has  a  red  cloak  over  her  dress  of  the  first 
Act.  The  two  Indians  separate  and  draw  back  in  con- 
fusion. Minnie  comes  in  and  can  scarcely  conceal  her 
excitement :  she  looks  round  the  room  as  if  trying  to  see 
what  impression  it  will  make  on  Johnson.  She  hangs 
the  lantern  on  the  wooden  nail  of  the  outer  door. 
Wowkle  turns  up  the  table  lamp.) 

Minnie.       Billy,  have  you  fixed  it  ? 

Billy.  To-morrow... 

Minnie.       That's  right.     Now  go. 

(Billy  goes  out.     To  Wowkle.) 
This  evening,  Wowkle,  supper  for  two. 

Wowkle.    Come  another  ?     Ugh  !     Never  before. 
Minnie  {hangs  her  cloak  on  the  hook)* 

You  just  get  ready  ! 

What's  the  time? 

He's  coming  quite  soon. 

(Sees  the  stockings  hanging  up  and  snatches  them  down, 
clapping  Wowkle  on  the  shoulder.) 

Look  there ! 

(Pops  the  stockings  into  a  chest.  Wowkle  puts  the  plates 
on.  the  table.) 

Where  have  you  put  my  red  roses  ? 

Wowkle  (points  to  chest  of  drawers,  with  usual  grunt). 

Ugh.. 
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Minnie  [takes  the  pistol  from  her  bodice  and  puts  it  away  in 
the  chest.  Fixes  the  roses  in  her  hair,  looking  in  the 
mirror  as  she  does  it.) 

And  baby,  how  is  he  ? 

Has  Billy  honestly  told  you  ? 

Wowkle,    We  get  married. 

Minnie  [throwing  Wowkle  a  ribboii). 
Here  !     For  baby  ! 

(W  owk\,e  folds  the  ribbon  and  gees  on  with  her  preparatio?is. 
Minnie  has  taken  a  pair  of  white  slippers  from  the  chest. ) 

Now  I'm  going  to  wear  these — 

These  slippers  from  Monterey-— 

If  only  I'm  able  to  get  inside  'em. 

Oh,  they  are  tight  !     Oh,  how  tight ! 

Look  at  me  :  how  do  you  think  he'U  like  'em  ?    - 

Fve  got  a  fancy  he  11  like  me  in  my  best  bib  and 

tucker. 
I'm  going  to  wear  all  my  finest ! 

[Drapes  the  shawl  over  her  shoulders   and  looks   in   the 
glass.) 

Well,  I'm  not  so  ugly  ! 

[Pours  some  Eatp  de  Cologne  on  her  handkerchief. ) 

Now  I'll  scent  it,  see? 
[Puts  on  her  gloves,  tight  and  too  short  for  her.) 

My  gloves  too,  I  haven't  worn  them  for  quite  a 
year ! 

[Looks  at  herself  again,  very  pleased  with  the  effect,  and 
turns  to  Wowkle.) 

Think  it  looks  a  bit  too  dressy  ? 

Wowkle  [who  has  bee?i  assisting  her  in  stolid  silence). 

Ugh ...  [A  knock  outside. ) 

Minnie  [starting). 

Wowkle,  here  he  is  ! 

[Does  up  her  bodice  hastily  ;  pulls  up  her  stockings.) 

c  2 
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Johnson  {appears  in  the  door  with  a  lantern  zn  his  hand.     He 
is  wearing  a  fur  coat). 
Hello! 

Minnie  (by  the  bed,  embarrassed  and  confused). 
Good  evening  ! 

Johnson  [looking  at  her  dress). 
Going  out  ? 

Minnie  (intensely  confused). 

Yes...  No-..   Dunno...  Come  in, 

Johnson  [puts  the  lantern  on  the  table). 

Why,  how  pretty  you're  looking- ! 

(About  to  embrace  her.) 
Wovvkle.    Ugh  !... 

(Shuts  the  door.     Minnie  draws  back,  frowning.) 

Johnson  (turns  and  perceives  Wowkle), 
I  beg  pardon. 
I  had  not  time  to  notice... 

Minnie  (offended). 

That's  quite  enough,  Mr.  Johnson  : 
No  need  for  more  excuses. 

Johnson.     I  saw  you  standing  there  so  lovely... 

Minnie  (still  rather  huffy,  sits  o?i  the  table,  near  tJie  fireplace). 
Aren't  you  going  a  little  bit  too  quickly? 

Johnson  (going  tip  to  her). 

I  hope  you'll  forgive  me... 

Minnie  (seriously). 

Are  you  sorry  ? 

Johnson  (playfully). 

Not  at  all ! 

(Minnie,  with  head  bent  down,  looks  at  him  from  under  her 
lashes,  meets  his  glance  and  blushes.  Wowkle  has 
extinguished  Johnson's  lantern  and  put  it  on  the  ground. 
She  takes  the  baby  from  her  shoulders  and  puts  it  in  the 
cupboard. ) 

Johnson  (pointing  to  his  overcoat). 
May  I  ? 

(Minnie  makes  a  sign  of  assent.     He  lakes  off  his  fur  coat 
and  puts  it  with  his  cap  on  the  seat  by  the  door) 
Thank  you. 
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(He  goes  up  to  Minnie  with  outstretched  hand.) 
Are  we  friends,  Girl  ? 


(Minnie,  vanquished,  smites  and  gives  her  hand,  then  she 
remains  in  a  pensive  attitude.) 

What  are  you  thinking-  ? 
Minnie.  I've  been  thinking, 

When  you  came  to  the  "  Polka," 
You  weren't  coming  for  me — 
What  took  you  there,  then,  this  evening  ? 
Was  it  perhaps  true  you  mistook 
The  pathway  that  leads  to  Micheltorena? 

Johnson  [tries  to  embrace  her  again  as  if  to  change  the  subject). 
Minnie ! 

Minnie  (drawing  back). 

Wowkle,  the  coffee ! 

Johnson  (looking  about  him). 

What  a  nice  cosy  room ! 

Minnie.       D'you  like  it? 

Johnson.    Everything  in  it  is  like  you. 
How  curious 
To  live  alone 

Like  you  on  the  mountain, 
Far  away  from  all  the  world  ! 

Minnie.       Oh,  you've  no  notion 

How  exciting  my  life  is  ! 

You  should  see  my  little  pintom— 

See  him  carry  me  at  a  gallop, 

Right  down  beyond  the  foot-hills— 

Thro'  meadows  full  of  lilies, 

All  ablaze  with  golden  jonquils. 

Then  I  drift  down  the  river, 

Scented  all  along  its  banks 

With  jessamine  and  wild  syringa  ! 

When  I'm  tired  I  go  back 

To  my  mountains,  my  Sierras. 

O  my  dearly-loved  mountains, 

That  are  so  high, 

The  hand  of  God  seems  to  touch  them  ! 

So  far  from  earth, 

And  so  near  to  God  that  you're  longing 

To  let  your  soul  drift  upwards  to  Heaven, 

To  soar  on  high! 


Johnson  (struck,  surprised,  and  interested). 

But  when  the  winter  storms  are  raging  ? 

Minnie.       Why  then,  I'm  very  busy. 
Academy  is  open. 

Johnson.     What  Academy  ? 
Minnie.       That's  the  school 

I  run  for  the  miners. 

Johnson.     And  who's  the  teacher  ? 

Minnie.     p  Why,  I  am. 

(Johnson  looks  at  her  in  admiration.     Minnie  offers  him 
cakes.) 

Will  you  have  some  cream  pastry? 
Johnson  (helping  himself). 
Thank  you. 

You  fond  of  reading  ? 

Minnie.       Very. 

Johnson.     I'll  send  you  up  some  books. 

Minnie.       Oh,  thank  you,  thank  you  1 
Some  stories  of  love  ? 

Johnson.     If  you  want  them. 

D'you  like  them  best? 

Minnie.       Yes,  rather ! 

I  think  true  love  must  last  for  ever  ! 
What  I  can't  understand  is  how  a  person 
Who  loves  another  can  wish  to  have  her 
Just  for  one  short  hour. 

Johnson.     There  I  think  you're  wrong. 

There  are  some  women  with  whom  one  longs  to 
Have  one  hour,  just  one  short  hour  of  rapture, 
Then  to  die  for  them  ! 

Minnie  (playfully,  leaning  towards  him). 

Indeed,  I  wonder  how  often  you  have  died? 

{Offering  him  the  cigars. ) 

One  of  our  real  Havanas  ?  (To  Wowkle.) 

The  candle  ! 

(Wowkle  brings  the  candle.  Johnson  lights  his  cigar  and 
then  gets  up  laughing.  He  goes  to  the  door,  then  comes 
back  and  tries  once  more  to  embrace  Minnie.) 

( Escaping  him. ) 

Ah,  my  roses,  you'll  crush  them  ! 
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Johnson.     Why  don't  you  take  them  off? 

(Trying  to  e?7ibrace  Minnie.) 
Just  one  kiss,  one  little  kiss,  dear  ! 

Minnie.        Mister  Johnson,  if  you  give  a  man  an  inch 
He  will  take  an  ell ! 

Johnson.     Your  lips  deny  me...  while  your  heart  is  consenting  1 

(Minnie  takes  off  her  roses  and  puts  them  in  the  chest  with 
her  gloves. ) 

Wowkle,  go  home  now  ! 
(Wowkle,  grumbling,  takes  the  baby  from  the  cupboard, 
puts  it  on  her  back,    and  wrapping  herself  up  in  the 
blanket  turns  to  the  door.) 
Johnson.     I,  too  ? 

Minnie  (graciously). 

You  may  stay  if  you  like — 
An  hour  or  two. 

(Johnson  gives  a  little  cry  of  pleasure,     Wowkle  opens 
the  door.) 

Wowkle.    Ugh —     Snowing ! 

( The  wind  howls  and  whistles.     As  she  ope?is  the  door,  the 
bed  and  window  curtains  flutter  and  the  lights  flare  up.) 

Minnie  (nervously). 

Go  and  lie  down  on  the  hay  then. 

(Wowkle  goes  out  shutting  the  door  behind  her.) 

Johnson  (holding  his  arms  out  to  Minnie). 
A  kiss — 

I  must  have  one  ! 

Minnie  (throws  herself  in  his  arms). 
Well,  if  you  must!... 

(The  snowstorm  reaches  the  height  of  its  violence.  A  great 
gust  blows  the  door  open,  the  snow  drifts  into  the  room, 
in  the  draught  the  other  doors  bang,  the  wind  howls, 
the  lights  flicker,  everything  is  disturbed.  Johnson  and 
Minnie  remain  in  each  other's  arms, motionless  and 
oblivious  of  everything  in  the  midst  of  the  turmoil. 
Suddenly  the  clock  strikes  two,  and  they  spring  apart, 
almost  violently. — For  one  moment  they  stand  gazing 
at  each  other,  a  few  steps  apart. — They  are  breathless. — 
Minnie's  bosom  is  heaving. — She  goes  to  the  door,  shuts 
it,  goes  back  to  the  table,  smc^Jhs  her  disordered  haif 
and  sits  down.  Johnson  goes  up  U  her,  takes  hs 
hand  and  kisses  it.^  '   ■  ■,  c 
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Johnson.     Minnie  !     What  a  pretty  name! 

Minnie.       D'you  like  it? 

Johnson.     So  much ! 

Right  from  the  first  I  loved  you. 

[lias  a  sudden  movement  as  of  horror,   and  moves   away 
from  Minnie.) 

Ah,  no,  don't  look  this  way, 

And  don't  you  listen,  Minnie,  it's  all  no  use  ! 

M ihnib  {not  understanding,  humbly) . 

What  are  you  saying  that  for  ? 

I  know  I'm  very    poor  and  humble. 

But  the  first  time  that  I  met  you  I  was  certain  : 

He  is  the  right  man ;  if  he  will  teach  me,  I'll  be  his, 

For  he  has  all  my  heart. 

Johnson  {suddenly  resolved). 

God  bless  you  for  it !     Good-bye  ! 
How  it's  snowing  ! 

Minnie  {runs  to  the  window,  drawing  Johnson  with  her). 

Look  ! 

The  mountain  side  is  white. 

There's  not  a  sign  of  any  path  ! 

Johnson  {excitedly). 

I  must  go  ! 

Minnie.       Why  ?  To-morrow  they'll  dig  us  a  path  ! 
It  is  late  ! 
Stay  here  ! 

( Three  pistol  shots  behind,  in  rapid  succession. ) 

Johnson.     What's  that  ? 

Minnie.       What's  that  ? 

P'r'aps  it's  a  greaser  ! 
P'r'aps  it's  Ramerrez  ! 
What  does  it  matter  ? 


Johnson  {starting,  darkly). 

What  does  it  matter  ? 

Winnie       Stay  \     It's  destiny  ! 
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Johnson. 

( With  intense  excitement,  throwing  his  fur  coat  on  the  table), 

I'll  stay. 

{looking  at  her  intensely,  as  if  transformed.) 

But,  by  my  soul, 

I'll  never  give  you  up  ! 

I  know  it  now — 

I  want  you  to  be  mine  for  ever. 

Johnson  and  Minnie.     Ah,  how  good  to  live  and  die, 
And  not  to  part  again ! 

Johnson.     May  my  heart  grow  worthy  of  your  kiss  ! 

Minnie.       Dearest,  make  me  worthy  of  you  ! 

Johnson.     Oh,  what  is  tfiis  anguish  rending  my  heart  ? 
I'll  fight  no  more  ; 
I  want  you  to  be  mine  ! 
Be  mine  for  ever  ! 

Johnson  and  Minnie.     Be  mine  for  ever  ! 

[Shaking  her  gently,  as  she  has  dropped  tier  head  on  his 
knee,  as  if  slumbering. ) 

Minnie,  Minnie  ! 

Minnie.       I  was  dreaming  I 

I  was  so  very  happy  ! 

But  now,  dear  love, 

We've  got  to  say  good-night. 

(Johnson  shakes  his  head  sadly,  controls  himself     Minnie 
points  to  the  bed. ) 

That  is  your  bed. 

[Dragging  her  bearskin  to  t}ie  fireplace.) 

And  I  will  lie  down  here. 

Johnson.     Fd  rather  not! 

Minnie  [promptly). 

I  really  like  it  best. 

How  oft  in  winter,  when  it's  too  cold  at  night-time, 

I  lie  sleeping  all  curled  up 

In  my  bearskin  before  the  fire 
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(Minnie  puts  the  candle  on  the  hearth  ;  puts  out  the  light 
on  the  chimney-piece;  lowers  the  one  on  the  chest; 
lowers  the  one  above  the  table,  climbing  on  a  chair  to 
reach  it ;  goes  behind  the  wardrobe,  undresses,  keeping 
on  a  long  white  nightgown,  covered  with  an  ample 
brightly  coloured  cloak;  Johnson  has  thrown  his  coat 
and  cap  o?ithebed.  Minnie  reappears,  looks  at  Johnson, 
and  turns  up  the  centre  lamp  a  little  again.) 

Now  you  can  talk  to  me 
A  little  from  your  bed... 

Johnson.     Best  beloved  ! 

(Minnie,  after  having  arranged  her  pillows  and  put  on  her 
moccasins,  kneels  down  to  say  her  prayers,  Johnson  is 
about  to  throw  himself  on  the  bed — then  he  goes  to  the 
door  listening.  Minnie  wraps  herself  in  the  bearskin 
and  curls  herself  up.     The  wind  howls  outside.) 

What  is  that  ? 

Minnie.       The  thud  of  falling  snow. 

Johnson.     Sounds  like  people  calling-. 

Minnie.        It's  the  wind  against  the  branches. . 

{Pause.  Johnson  goes  back  to  the  bed  and  throws  himself 
on  it.     Minnie  raises  herself  a  little.) 

Tell  me  your  name. 

Johnson.  Dick. 

Minnie.  For  ever,  Dick! 

Johnson.  For  ever ! 

Minnie.  Say,  did  you  ever  know  Nina  Micheltorena? 

Johnson.  Never. 

Minnie.  Good-night ! 

Johnson.  Good-night! 

Nick  (outside,  knocking  at  the  door)  > 
Hello  ! 

(Minnie  listens ;  Johnson  draws  open  the  bed-curtains  and 
puts  his  pistols  in  his  pocket.) 

Johnson.    They're  calling. 

Nick  {outside) 

Hello !     . 
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{During  all  this  scene  the  wind  rises  a?id  falls  in  gusts — 
Minnie  gets  up,  throws  the  pillows  into  the  wardrobe  and 
goes  to  the  door.) 

Minnie.       Who  can  it  be? 

Johnson  (in  low  tones). 

Don't  answer  ! 

(Johnson  coming  forward,  grasping  his  pistol.) 

Don't  ! 

Minnie.        Don't  let  them  hear  you. 

It's  that  jealous  Jack  Ranee... 

Nick  {outside).  We've  come  to  tell  you 

Ramerrez  is  on  the  trail. 

Minnie.       Have  you  come  to  help  me  ? 

(Minnie  pushes  Johnson  against  his  will  to  hide  himself 
behind  the  bed-curtains.  Johnson  stands  up  on  the  bed, 
pistol  in  hand.  Minnie  opens  the  door;  Rance,  Nick, 
Ashby  and  Sonora  enter.  R  ance  has  his  trousers  tucked 
into  his  high  boots  ay  id  wears  an  elegant  overcoat ;  Sonora 
has  on  a  buffalo-skin  overcoat ;  Ash  by  an  overcoat  over 
his  clothes  of  Act  I.  Nick  has  pieces  of  blanket  tied 
round  his  legs  ;  Nick  and  Ashby  carry  lanterns.  They 
are  covered  with  snow ;  Rance  wipes  his  boots  with  his 
handkerchief ;  goes  towards  the  table  ;  Nick  and  Ashby 
follow  him  ;  Sonora  is  near  the  fireplace.} 

Sonora.      You're  safe  !     I'm  all  a-tremble  ! 

Nick.  We've  spent  an  awful 

Quarter  of  an  hour  !  ... 

Minnie  {curious). 

But  why  ? 

Ashby.  We  feared  the  worst  for  you. 

Minnie.  For  me? 

Ashby.  That  fellow  Johnson — 

Nick.  The  stranger — 

Rance  {with  spiteful  pleasure). 

Yes,  the    dandy  that  you   danced    with.       He   is 
Ramerrez  ! 

Minnie  {dumbfounded). 

What's  that?   .  .  .    What's  that? 
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Ranch.         What  we  are  saying-  is 

That  your  fine  and  perfect 

Johnson  of  Sacramento 

Is  a   robber  on  the  highways. 

Minnie  (with  growing  anguish,  refusing  to  believe). 
Oh  !    It's  not  true, 
I  know  it's  not  true  ! 

Rance  {sneering). 

Take  care 

Not  to  be  so  trusting-  another  time ! 

Minnie.       I  don't  believe  it!     No,  you're  lying! 

Ashby.         To-night  at  the   "  Polka," 
He  came  to  rob  it. 

Minnie.       But  he  did  not  rob  it  ! 

* 

Sonora  {reflecting). 

That's  what  puzzles  me.     He  didn't, 
Yet  he  easily  could  have  ! 

Rancb.        We  heard  from  Nick 

That  Sid  had  seen  him  head  along  this  trail. 
You  said  so,  Nick? 

Nick.  I  said  so. 

(Minnie  looks  hard  at  Nick,  who  grows  uneasy.) 

{looks  hard  at  Minnie.) 
Then  where  can  he  be  ? 

(Nick,  walking  up  and  down,  has  discovered  Johnson's 
cigar  on  the  ground,  fallen  from  the  table.  He  passes 
close  to  Minnie.     She  stares  at  him  meaningly?) 

Nick  {to  himself). 

One  of  our  best  Havanas! 

He's  here —  {correcting himself ,) 

P'rhaps  I'm  mistaken — 

That  Sid  is  such  a  liar  ! 

Minnie.       But  who  on  earth  has  told  you 
That  the  road-agent's  Johnson? 

Rance  {looking  at  her). 
His  woman! 

Minnie  {bursts  out). 

His  woman?     Who? 


Rance.        But  the  trail  ends  here. 
You  haven't  seen  him  ? 
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R  A  s c E   [sn eering) . 
Nina. 

Minnie.        Nina  Micheitorena  ? 
Does  he  know  her  ? 

Rance.  He's  her  lover. 

When  we  discovered  we'd  been  fooled, 

We  dragged  Castro  behind  us 

And  took  the  trail  to  the  "  Palmeto." 

Wc  were  expected  there. 

Nina  was  there. 

She  showedlus  her  lover's  photo — 

{takes  Johnson's  photograph  from  his  pocket.) 

See  here ! 

Minnie  (looks  at  the  photo,  terribly  upset — then  gives  it  back  t$ 
him  with  a  little  laugh,  meant  to  seem  indifferent). 
Ha!     Ha! 
Rance.         Why  are  you  laughing  ? 

Minnie,        Oh,  nothing!  (disdainfully.) 

What  charming  company 
He  has  been  keeping  1 
Nioa ! 

Sonora.       Take  warning ! 

Minnie.  Now,  boys, 

It's  getting  late, 
Good-night. 

Sonora  [gallantly). 

You  must  go  back  to  bed  now. 

Minnie.        Thank  you,  I'm  quite  all  right. 

Ashby.         Come  on  ! 

{They  all  go  off,  Nick  last.) 

Nick  [to  Minnie,  showing  he  has  understood). 
If  you  like — I'll  stay. 

Minnie.       No.     Good-night  ; 

( With  deep  contempt,  turned  towards  Johnson.) 

Come  out,  now,  come  out  ! 

(Johnson  appears  between  the  curtains ,   wretched,  broken 
down.) 

You  came  to  rob  me ! 

Johnson.  No  ! 

Minnie.  You  lie  ! 
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Johnson.  No  ! 

Minnie.  Yes ! 

Johnson.     Things  look  against  me — But — 
Minnie.       Oh  stop  it  ! 

Why  are  you  here,  then, 

If  not  to  fob  me? 
John son  {after  a  pause). 

It's  true — -yes —  but  when  I  saw  'twas  you — 

(Takes  a  step  towards  her.) 
Minnie  (stopping  him  with  an  abrupt  gesture). 

No  nearer,  no  nearer  ! —  No,  not  any  nearer, 

Or  111  call  the  sheriff  !  You  a  thief  !  You  a  robber? 

(  With  bitter  irony. ) 

I'm  truly  lucky  !     A  thief,  a  robber  ! 

(Disdainfully  and  violently.) 

But  now  you  can  go  ! 

( Her  pride  alone  prevents  her  from  crying?) 
Johnson  (bursts  out). 

Let  me  just  say  one  word, 

But  not  in  self-defence  : 

I  am  accursed.     I  know  !     I  know  ! 

But  I  would  not  have  robbed  you  !. 

I  am  Ramerrez,  vagabond  by  birth  : 

From  the  day  I  was  born  I  vvas  reared  on  stolen 
money. 

But  while  my  father  was  living  I  didn't  know  it. 

My  father  died  just  six  months  ago, 

And  then  I  knew  ! 

The  only  heritage  for  my  mother, 

For  my  brothers,  to  face  the  future, 

The  only  thing  he  left  us, 

Was  a  gang  of  road-agents  and  robbers  ! 

I  took  the  road.   .   .   . 

It  was  Fate,  and  had  to  be ! 

But  then  one  day  I  saw  you — - 

From  that  moment  I  longed  to  take  you  with  me 
far,  far  away, 

And  to  start  a  fresh  life  of  honest  work, 

Honest  work  and  love —  * 

And  all  the  while  in  my  heart 

I  was  utt'ring  a  pray'r  : 

0  God,  grant  that  she  never  may  know  what  I  am  ! 
My  pray'r  has  not  been  answered  ! 

Now  I've  finished. 
Minnie  (moved,  without  harshness). 

1  could  even  forgive  you 

For  being  a  road-agent —  (Very  bitterly.) 
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But  what  I  can't  forgive  is 
That  you  have  taken  my  first,  first  kiss, 
And  I  trusted  you —     So  leave  me,  go  ! 
Let  them  kill  you —     What's  it  matter  ? 

(She  says  these  words  mechanically,  but  is  spent,  trying  to 
steel  herself. ) 

Johnson   {desperate,  resolutely,  unarmed,   he  opens   the   door 
ready  for  sacrifice,  like  a  suicide,  and  goes  out). 
Good-bye  ! 

Minnie  (wipes  away  her  tears,  trying  to  convince  herself  of  her 
indifference).  . .  . 

That's  all  over—     All  over. 

(A  shot  outside,  quite  near.     She  starts.) 
They  have  shot  him — - 

.  (  With  supreme  self  con  hoi. ) 
No  matter  ! 

vv  {The  sound  of  a  body  falling  with  a  thud  against  the  door  is 
^  hea7'd.  out side.  Minnie  resists  no  longer  and  opens  it. 
Johnson  has  risen,  staggers,  and  is  about  to  fait  again. 
Minnie  supports  him,  tries  to  draw  him  i?ito  the  cabin 
and  to  shut  the  door.  Johnson  is  wounded  in  the  side  ; 
he  is  Hind,  and  tries  to  staunch  his  wound  with  his 
handkerch  ief. ) 

Johnson  (in  faint  tones  of  resistance). 

Don't  shut  the  door — I  am  going — No  ! 

Minnie.       Come  ! — 

Johnson.  No — 

Minnie.  Come  in  t 

Johnson.     Don't  shut  the  door. 
I  must  go  out ! — 

Minnie  (drags  him  in,  in  despair). 

Stay  here —  You're  wounded  ! — 

Hide  yourself.  (Shuts  the  door.) 

Johnson.     Open  the  door. 
]  want  to  go  ! 

Minnie.       Hurry !     This  way  !     Hurry  I 

Johnson.     No  !  No  !  No  ! 

Minnie.       I  love  you,  this  way,  hurry. 

Ah  !  Aren't  you  the  man  I  kissed  for  the  first  time? 
You  shall  not  die  ! 
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(Supporting  Johnson  with  difficulty,  has  placed  the  ladder 
against  the  loft  and  helps  him  to  go  up  it.) 
Just  a  step,  quickly  ! 
Johnson  (his  strength  failing  him). 
No  !     1  can't !     I  can't ! 

Minnie.       Just  one  step. 

Then  you'll  come  with  me  far  away. 
A  step  !     Just  one  more  step  ! 

Johnson.     I  can't  !     I  can't ! 

Minnie  (helping  him  again). 

That's  right!     You  can  ! 
You  must  !     Take  heart  ! 
Come  !     I  love  you  ! 

(Loud  knocking  at  the  door). 
(Johnson  is  already  in  the  loft  and  falls  down  exhausted 
behind  the  boxes.  Minnie  draws  the  Indian  curtain, 
comes  down,  takes  away  the  ladder.  Rance  knocks 
again ,  more  excitedly.  Minnie  runs  to  open,  feigning 
surprise.  Range  comes  in  cautiously,  his  pistol  in  his 
hand,  and  searches  every  corner. ) 
Minnie.       Why,  what's  the  matter,  Jack? 

Rance  (turning  round,  severe  and  imperious). 

No  more  "Jack."     I  am  the  Sheriff, 

Alter  your  internal  Johnson. 

I  have  followed  his  trail. 

He  must  be  here  ! 

But  where  ? 
Minnie  (harshly). 

Ah,  I'm  sick  and  tired  of  hearing 

About  your  Ramerrez  ! 

Rance  (going  towards  the  bed  with  aimed  pistol). 

He's  there!     No,  he's  not.  (impatiently,) 

But  he  is  wounded, 
I'm  certain.     I  hit  him  ! 
He  can't  have  escaped  ! 
He  can  only  be  here. 

Minnie  (still  more  roughly). 

Well,  look  for  him  then  ! 
Search  the  place  wherever  you  please  ; 
But  then  be  off,  and  take  yourself 
Out  of  my  sight  for  ever  I 

Rance  (starts  and  lowers  his  pistol). 

Do  you  swear  he  isn't  here? 
Minnie  (mocking). 

You'd  really  better  go  on  looking  ! 
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Rance  (looks  about ;  looks  at  Minnie,  then  with  a  gesture  of 
step  pressed  anger). 

Well,  all  right !     I  was  mistaken. 

(Turning  to  Minnie  on  a  sudden  impulse.) 

Just  tell  me  you  don't  love  him! 

M  inn  IE  (contemptuously). 

You'ie  a  madman  ! 

Rance  (approaches  her,  pale  a?id  trembling). 

You  know  it !     I'm  mad  about  you  !... 
Mad,  for  I  want  you  ! 

(Embraces  her  violently,  kisses  her.) 

Minnie  (struggling,  and  wrenching  herself  free). 
Ah,  you  coward  ! 

(She  throws  him  off  and  escapes.) 

Rance  (runs  after  her  in  a  paroxysm  of  excitement). 
I  want  you  ! 

Minnie  (seises  a  whisky  bottle,  and  swings  it  up  in  self-defence — 
Rance  stops,  steps  back). 

Go  away,  you  coward  ! 
Leave  me  ! 

Rance    (backing*    he   has   nearly   reached    tlie   door — with   a 
wicked  sneer  on  his  distorted  features). 
I  thought  so  ..      You  love  him  ! 
You're  waiting  here  for  him  ... 
Yes,  Fll  go.     But  I  swear 

(Stretches  out  a  hand  to  Minnie.) 

He  shall  never  have  you  !... 

(A   drop  of  blood  dropping  from  the  ceiling,  falls    on  his 
hand — He  stops  shorty  in  amazement.) 

Why,  look  !     Some  blood  on  my  hand  ! 

Minnie   (approaching,  Jier  voice  trembling  and  less  harsh,  to 
dispel  suspicion). 

Just  now...  I  must  have  scratched  you  ! 

Rance  (wipes  his  ha?id  with  his  handkerchief). 
No,  there's  no  scratch...   Look  ! 

(A  steady  drip  on  the  handkerchief  dyes  it  red.) 

Ah  !  Blood  again  ! 

(Looking  at  the  ceiling,  then  with  a  cry  of  joy  and  hate.) 

He's  there  ! 

Minnie   (desperate,  holds  him  back). 
Ah,  no  ! —     He's  not ! 
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Rance  (roughly  freeing  himself  front  Minnie's  grip). 

Let  go  !  (Imperiously  calling  up  to  the  loft,) 

Mister  Johnson,  come  down  ! 

(Sees  the  ladder  and  leans  it  against  the  trap  deor.) 

Minnie  (enfreatingly). 

Wait  a  minute—  He  can't ! 
You  see  he  can't  come  ! — 

(Johnson  with  a  supreme  effort \  gets  up  and  begins  to  come 
down  the  ladder,  pallid  and  suffering,  but  with  haughty 
expression.) 

Rance.         Come  down  !     Or  by  Heaven — 

(Levelling  his  pistol  at  him.) 
Minnie  {in  anguish,  en  i  re  a  li ugly). 

Wait  a.  minute,  Rance  ! 

Wait  another  minute  ! 

Rance.        A  minute?     What  for  ? 
Hah  a  !  what  a  change ! — 

(Johnson,  helped  by  Minnie,  has  come  down  the  last  few 
steps  and  drags  himself  to  the  table). 

You  still  inclined  to  play  a 
Game  of  poker  with  me, 
Fine  Mister  of  Sacramento? 
Well,  you  can  choose  : 
The  gallows  or  the  pistol  ! 
(Johnson  sits  down  heavily  on  the  chair,  rests  his  elbows  on 
the  table,  and  drops  his  head  down  on  his  arms.     He  has 
fainted.) 

Minnie  (roughly). 

Stop  it,  wretch  that  you  are  ! 
Can't  you  see  he's  fainted  ? 
Can't  you  see  he  can't  hear  you  ? 

(Desperately  pressing  her  hands  on  her  temples,  she  tries  to 
find  an  inspiration.  Suddenly  she  goes  up  to  Rance, 
leaks  him  straight  in  the  eyes,  and  says  in  a  dry  excited 
voice :) 

We'll  settle  it  between  us — and  make  it  final  ! 

What  are  you,  Jack  Rance  ? 

You're  just  a  gambler,  and  Johnson  is  a  thief. 

And  I  ?     I  run  a  gambling-house  and  tavern, 

Living  on  whisky  and  gold  ; 

We're  all  three  the  same  ! 

All  three  are  thieves  and  gamblers ! 

You  asked  me  if  the  answer 
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I  gave  you  this  evening  was  final— 
Now  1  make  you  this  offer ! 

Rance  {staring  at  her) . 

What  d'you  mean  ? 

Minnie.       My  stakes  in  the  game 

Are  my  life  and  Johnson's  ! 

We'll  play  a  game  of  poker  ! 

If  you're  lucky, 

You  take  this  wounded  man  and  me — 

But  if  I  win,  your  word  of  honour,  Jack, 

This  man  is  mine  ! 

Rance.        How  she  loves  him  ! 

I'll  take  you  on  !     I'll  win  ! 
Minnie.       Word  of  honour? 

Rance.        And  if  I  lose,  I  lose  like  a  gentleman — 
But,  my  God  ! 

I'm  just  consumed  with  hunger  and  longing 
Till  I  get  you. 
If  I'm  lucky,  you're  mine  ! 
(Minnie  retires  behind  the  open  door  of  the  cupboard  to  gain 
time — one  can  see  her  hiding  something  furtively  in  her 
stocking, ) 

Minnie.       Turn  the  lamp  down— 

Rance  {impatient). 

What's  that? 

Minnie  (procrastinating) . 

A  fresh  pack  of  cards. 

(Coming  to  the  table — preoccupied.) 

I'm  nervous  ; 

Have  patience.      It's  an  awful  thing 
To  think  a  game  of  poker  decides 
Two  people's  lives. 

(Sits  at  the  table  :  Rance  is  opposite  her  :  Johnson,  uncon- 
scious, between  the  two.  Rance,  who  has  got  out  his 
own  pack,  puts  it  back  and  takes  Minnie's  instead.) 

Are  you  ready  ? 

Rance.        I'm  ready,  cut ;  your  turn. 

Minnie.  The  best  two  out  of  three. 

(dealing. ) 

Rance.  What  ? 

Minnie.       Two  .   .   . 

Rance.         What  do  you  see  in  him? 
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Minnie  [discarding). 

What  do  you  see  in  me  ?     What've  you  got  ? 


Rance. 

King-  High. 

Minnie. 

King-  High. 

Rance. 

Jack. 

Minnie. 

Queen 

Rance. 

You've  got  it. 

Now  for  the  next  hand! 

Two  aces  and  a  pair. 

{They  play.) 

Minnie 

(showing  her  hand). 
Nothing  ! 

Rance  (joyfully). 

Even  !     We're  even  !     Hurrah  ! 

Minnie.        Now  it's  the  next  that's  final? 

Rance.         Yes.     Cut. 

Minnie  ( try 'ing  to  softe n  Ji  i?n) . 
Rance,  I'm  sorry 
I  spoke  bitterly  to  you. 

Rance.         Shuffle. 

Minnie  (to  gain  time). 

I've  always  thought 

Kindly  of  you,  Jack  Rance — - 

And  always  shall  think. 

Rance  (sure  of  victory). 

I  think  only  this, 

That  my  arms  will  soon  be  round  you. 

Three  Kings  !     Look  !     I'm  winning! 

Minnie  (looks  at  her  own  handy  then  seems  about  to  faint.) 
Jack,  please,  hurry  up  ! 
Get  me  something,  I'm  fainting  ! 

Rance  (gets  up,  looking  round). 

What  shail  I  get  you  ? 

Minnie  (pointing  to  the  mantelshelf). 
There  ! 

Rance.        Ah  !  the  bottle — Here — 
But  where  is  the  oflass? 
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{Minnie  has  taken  advantage  of  the  short  respite  to  change 
the  cards  quickly, — She  hides  the  cards  in  her  bod^e  :  and 
takes  tlie  prepared  ones  from  her  stocking.) 

.VIinnie.        Hurry,  Jack — 

For  mercy's  sake ! 

Rance  (looking  about  him  still). 

I  know  why  you're  faint  : 
Because  you  have  lost ! 

(Ranch  has  found  the  glass — he  turns  round  quickly  to 
bring  her  help — when  he  turns  Minnie  has  already 
risen ,  near  the  table,  showing  her  hand,  radiant \ 
victorious. ) 

Minnie  (shouting). 

YouVe  wrong".     It's  because  the  game  is  mine  ! 
Three  aces  and  a  pair  ! 

(Rance  is  dumbfounded  and  speechless — he  puts  dow^  th* 
bottle — looks  at  the  cards,  controls  himself. ) 

Rance  (coldly). 

G,  od-nig-ht. 

(lie  snatclies  up  his  coat  and  cap  ;  goes  out — Minnie  run* 
to  lock  the  door  and  then  gives  vent  to  agonised  laugh /cr.) 

Minnie.        He's  mine  ! 

(Then  she  sees  Johnson  womided,  motionless,  she  throws  her 
arms  round  him,  bursting  into  sobs.) 

(Curiam.) 


ACT  III. 


The  Great  Californian  Forest* 

The  extreme  edge  of  the  great  Californian  forest,  where  it 
gradually  slopes  downward  on  a  ridge  of  the  Sierras.  An 
open  space  surrounded  by  enormous,  straight  and  bare  pine- 
trees  which  form  a  gigantic  colonnade  round  it.  In  the 
background,  where  the  wood  is  still  denser,  a  trail  is  seen 
winding  between  the  trees  ;  here  and  there  the  snowy  peaks 
of  the  highest  mountains  are  visible.  Large  felled  tree- 
trunks  lie  scattered  about  the  clearing,  which  is  used  as  a 
sort  of  camp  by  the  miners.  These  trunks  serve  as  seats  ; 
near  one  of  them  a  big  log-fire  is  burning. 

In  the  indistinct  light  of  the  early  dawn,  the  lofty  mass  of 
reddish  trunks  is  wrapt  in  a  thick  mist.  On  one  side  the 
trunk  of  an  enormous  tree  has  been  hollowed  out  to  form  a 
depository  for  the  miners'  utensils  ;  on  the  other  side,  among 
the  ferns  and  bushes,  a  saddle-horse  is  tied  to  a  branch. 


(Rance  is  seated  on  the  left,  near  the  fire,  looking  tired  and 
perturbed,  his  clothes  mitidy,  his  hair  disordered,  Nick, 
worried,  is  walking  up  and  down.  Ashby  is  lying  on  the 
ground  near  his  horse,  listening.  They  all  three  wear 
heavy  cloaks.  No  noise  breaks  the  silence  of  the  winter 
dawn.) 

Nick    [going  to  the  fire,  and  stirring  it  with  the  toe  of  his 
boot). 

Word  of  honour,  sheriff: 

I'd  gladly  give  the  whole  of 

My  tips  for  seven  weeks, 

If  only  we  could  put  back 

The  clock  for  one  ; 

Before  that  rascal  Johnson, — 

Curses  on  his  head, — 

In  an  evil  hour  had  crossed  our  path  ! 

Rance  {grimly). 

Curses  on  the  dog  ! 
I  thought  his  wound  was  fatal ! 

And  to  think  that  while  we've  been  freezing  j 

Out  in  the  snow  upon  the  mountain, 
He's  been  in  there,  k 

Basking  in  the  smiles  of  our  Minnie,  (.  • 

Her  caresses,  her  kisses  ! 
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Nick  (bursts  out  in  protest). 
Oh,  Ranee  ! 

Rance.  A  common  thief  like  him  ! 

I  simply  ached  to  shoMt  out  loud 
Where  he  was  hiding. 

Nick  {with  rather  quizzical  approval). 
And  yet  you  didn't  ; 
You  acted  like  a  perfect  gentleman  ! 

Rance  {sneering  bitterly \  aside). 

Oh,  >es!  (To  Nick.) 

But  what  on  earth, 

I  ask  you, 

Can  our  Minnie  find 

To  love  in  that  puppy? 

Nick  {smiling  in  a  worldly  wise  way). 
Well! 
There's  something,  I  suppose  ! 

(  With  droll  philosophy.) 
Oh,  love!     Oh,  love! 
Now  it's  heaven,  now  it's  hell  on  earth  ! 
You  and  I  and  all  the  whole  damn  world    must 

catch  it ! 
And  now  our  Minnie  has  caught  it,  very  badly  ! 

{By  degrees  the  daylight  lights  tip  the  stage.  Suddenly  a 
distant  noise,  vague  and  confused,  is  heard  from  the 
mountain.  Ashby  leaps  to  his  feet  with  one  bound, 
tatties  his  horse,  seizes  it  by  the  bridle  and  goes  off  in  tite 
centre  background  towards  the  path.  Rance  and  Nick 
get  up  also. ) 

Distant  Voices.  Ah  ! 

Ashby  (hearing  the  voices,  shouts). 

Hurrah,  you  fellows  !     Hurrah  ! 

(Turning  to  Rance). 
Well,  Sheriff,  do  you  hear  that? 
I  knew  it  ! 

They've  captured  the  villain! 
'Tis  a  lucky  day  for  Wells  Fargo  ! 

Voices  (nearer,  from  different  directions). 
Hallo  !   hallo! 

{The  shouts  are  renewed  more  distinctly.  Rance  gets 
up.) 

Ashby  (to  Rance). 

D'you  hear  them  ? 

Ah,  this  time  he  shan't  escape  me,  the  scoundrel  ! 
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Rance  (bitterly?). 

You  seem  to  be  more  lucky  than  I  ! 

Ashby  (looks  hard  at  him  with  a  searching  glance). 
Ever  since  that  night  at  the  "  Polka," 
I've  not  understood  you,  sheriff. 

(Rance  shrugs  his  shoulders  but  does  not  answer.) 

Voices  {very  near). 
Hallo  ! 

(A  number  of  men  come  running  on  from  the  right,  crossing 
the  stage  at  the  back  in  a  straggling  manner.  Some 
carry  knives  and  pistols,  others  have  spades  and  cudgels. 
They  all  yell  in  confusion,  like  dogs  on  the  track  of  a 
wild  animal. ) 

Ashby  (rushing  up  to  them). 
Hallo  ! 

Stop  you  fellows  !     D'you  hear  ? 
Arms  down !     He  must  be  taken  alive  ! 

(Some  run  off  the  stage  shouting  :  Hallo,  hallo.  Five  or  six 
others  come  on,  who  are  stopped  by  Ashby,  and  pause, 
breathless  from  running.} 

Where  is  he? 
Some  Miners.     We're  on  him. 

Others  (pointing  the  direction). 
Over  there. 

Other  Miners.     Beyond  the  mountain. 

Others.      The  forest,  to  the  valley, 
Is  alive  with  pursuers  ! 

Others.      Back  again  soon,  Ashby  !     So  long  ! 

Ashby  (jumps  into  the  saddle). 

I'm  coming  with  you  ! 

All.  Hurrah  ! 

(Ashby  waves  his  hand  to  Rance  and  Nick  and  goes  off  at 
a  trot,  preceded  by  the  miners.) 

bOME  Miners  (pointing). 

Over  there  !     Over  there  ! 

(The  party  disappear  among  the  trees.  Nick  and  Rance 
remain  alone.) 
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Rance   {throwing  up  his  arms  towards   Minnie's  cabin,  in  a 
burst  of  cruel  joy) . 

Tis  your  turn  now,  O  Minnie,  to  weep  in  vain  ! 
For  you  alone,  I've  spent  so  many  nights  awake 

and  weeping1, 
While  you  with   laughter  mocked  at  my  love  and 

misery  ! 
My  weeping  now  will  soon  be  turned  to  laughter  ! 
Now,  Minnie,  weep  in  vain, 

'Tis  your  turn  now,  you  who  used  to  mock  me  ! 
He  whom  you  loved  will  not  return  to  you. 
The  rope  is  ready  from  which  he  will  swing  ! 
(Sits  down  on  a  fallen  trtuik,  his  evil  smile  still  on  his  face. 
Nick,  lost  in  anxious  thought,  keeps  aloof  and  resumes 
his  pacing  up  and   down,  looking  out  in  the   distance. 
Some  miners  co??ie  rushing  o?i.) 

Nick  {to  the  nearest,  questioning  them). 

What  news  ? 
Some  Miners  {following  on). 

He's  surrounded ! 

Others  {from  the  back,  to  those  behind  them). 
Come  on  ! 

Others  {to  Nick,  without  stepping). 
Back  again  soon  ! 

Others  {who  come  on,  encouraging  the  rest). 
Come  on  !     Come  on  ! 
{The  angry  hand  has  rushed  off.     Nick  resumes  his  walk, 
lost  in  thought,  then  he  stops  close  to  Rance,  who  is  still 
seated,  surly  and  reserved. ) 
Voices  Behind.     Hurrah  ! 
Nick.  Sheriff,  did  you  hear  them  ? 

Rance  {without  answering  him,  looking  down  at  the  ground  in 
dull  anger). 

Johnson  of  Sacramento, 
The  devil's  fighting  on  your  side  I 
But  by  heav'n, 
If  they  take  you  alive, 
And  I  don't  make  you  pay 
For  all  I  have  suffered, 
You  may  spit  in  my  face  ! 
{Another  yelling  band  of  men  on  horse  and  foot  rush  on; 
seeing    Nick    and    Rance,    they    stop.       Harry    and 
Handsome  are  in  front  of  the  rest.) 
Voices  {confusedly). 

Bolted  !     Bolted ! 


Rance  (bounding  to  his  feet  and  rushing  up  to  Harry). 
By  the  Lord  ! 

Harry.  He  has  jumped  on  a  horse  ! 

Rance  [pushing  his  way  into  tJie  midst  of  the   noisy  croivd, 
shouts)  : 

How?     Where? 

Handsome  {out  of  breath). 

At  the  Bota, 
A  man  was  right  upon  him. 

Harry.        We  thought  him  done  for,  that  time  ! 

A  Miner.    And  no  escape  was  possible  ! 

Another.    Tight  by  his  hair, 

The  man  had  got  him — 

A  Third.     When  suddenly — 

Rance.         Go  on — Go  on — 

Handsome.  When  suddenly  the  ruffian,  with  a  blow, 
Knocks  him  clean  off  the  saddle, 
And  seizing  the  horse's  mane, 
Leaps  into  the  saddle, 
Spurs,  and  is  off  like  lightning  ! 

(Some  accompany  his  words  with  a  chorus  of  angry  ejacula- 
tions; others  brandish  their  arms  in  inte?ise  excitement.) 

Voices  (mixed). 

All  the  men  of  Wells  Fargo 

Are  chasing  him  on  horseback  !... 

Ashby  and  all  his  men 

Are  very  close  on  his  heels  !... 

They've  got  across  the  water  !... 

Now  they're  close  on  his  heels!... 

They're  flying  like  a  whirlwind  !... 

(A  formidable  savage  yell  resounds  from  the  distance.  All 
are  silent,  turn  round  and  remain  in  suspense  for  a 
moment.  The  yell  is  heard  o?ice  more.  The  crowd  then 
bursts  out  shouting  also.) 

Hurrah  ! 

Come  on,  boys  ! 

Join  the  chase  ! 
Come  on  ! 

To  the  valley  ! 

(They  are  about  to  rush  off  again,  when  the  sound  of  a 
galloping  horse  in  the  distance  makes  them  pause. ) 

Joe  (pointing  right,  towards  the  trees). 
It's  Sonora — d'you  see? 
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Sonora  {from  far).    Hallo  ! 

Joe  and  Others.  Hallo  !     Hallo  ! 

(Sonora  comes  galloping  on.  Rance  seizes  the  horse  by  the 
bridle  and  stops  it.     Sonora  dismounts.") 

Rance  (catching  hold  of  Sonora's  arm). 
Tell  us,  what  news? 

Sonora  (with  a  hoarse  shout). 

We've  got  him  ! 
All  (shout).  Hurrah  ! 

(Other  groups  of  men  come  running  on.  All  press  round 
Sonora,  clamouring  for  news.  Billy  emerges  from 
among  the  trees.  He  has  a  long  rope  in  his  hand,  which 
he  slings  now  and  again  over  a  bra?ich,  looking  for  a 
suitable  one  from  which  to  hang  it.) 

Voices  (in  co?ifusio?i). 

Tell  us,  how?...   Tell  us,  where?... 
Did  you  see  him?... 
Come  on,  hurry  !  .. 

Rance.  Do  hurry  ! 

Sonora  (out  of  breath  still). 

Yes,  Pve  seen  him  !     By  heav'n  !  'twas  like  awo'f 
Set  upon  by  dogs  !     In  a  minute  he'll  be  here  ! 

Some  Miners.     To  hell  with  the  Spaniard  !...What  shall  we 
cfive  him  ?... 


Some. 
(Pointing  to  the  tree  where  Billy 
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is  preparing  the  noose. ) 
The  very  finest  hanging  ! 
We'll  teach  him  how  to  dance 
When  we  have  caught  him  ! 
And  \\  hile  he  does  his  dance, 
Pom  !   Pom  !   Pom  !   Pom  ! 
Hell  he  sport  for  our  rifles  ! 
(The  miners  all  run  off  in  a 

body,  shouting  and  singing 

the  refrain  :  Dooda,  doo-da, 

day! \  (Sits  down  wearily.) 

{Only  Rance,  Nick  and  Billy  remain^  the  latter  still 
lackadaisically  busy  with  his  cruel  experiments.  Intense 
silence,  only  broken  by  a  confused  din  in  the  distance. 
Broad  daylight  now.  Between  the  trees  the  snow-peaks 
glitter  in  the  sun.) 


Rance. 

Minnie,  Minnie,  it's  all  over  ! 
'Twas  not  I  that  told  ! 
I  kept  my  word  of  honour  ! 
What  has  it  helped  you, 
What  will  it  help  you  now  ? 
Your   fascinating    swell    has 

got  to  swing 
From    a   tree    in 

wind  ! 


6o 

Nick   [roughly   drags  Billy  to  the  front  and  giving  him  a 
handful  of  gold,  says  quickly,  sotto  voce). 

This  is  for  you, 

Don't  make  the  noose  until  I  tell  you. 

If  you  play  me  false,  upon  my  word,  look  out, 

I'll  kill  you  !  [Levels  pistol  at  him.) 

(Nick  goes  off  hurriedly.  A  crowd  precedes  Johnson's 
arrival. ) 

(Johnson  appears  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd  of  horsemen, 
miners  and  camp  followers  ;  he  is  defeated,  ashy  paley 
his  face  scratched,  his  clothes  torn,  one  shoulder  bare.) 

All  (cdming  on  with  threatening  gestures). 

We'll  hang-  him  !     The  scoundrel  ! 
String-  up  the  cursed  Spaniard  ! 

Ashby  [to  Rance). 

Sheriff  Rance,  I  give  this  man  into  your  charge. 

Deliver  him  at  once  to  the  community. 

justice  must  be  done.  [Mounts  his  horse.) 

All.  So  it  shall ! 

Ashbv  [to  Johnson,  as  he  is  riding  iff). 

I  wish  you  luck,  my  fine  gentleman  ! 

[They  all  arrange  themselves  in  groups  in  the  manner  of  a 
tribunal;  the  horses  at  the  back,  fastened  to  trees. 
Johnson  in  the  middle,  alone.) 

Rance    [lights  a  cigar,  goes  up  to  Johnson  and  deliberately 
puffs  the  smoke  into  his  face.     Ironically  :) 

And  now,  Mister  Johnson,  how  are  you? 
Do  pray  excuse  us  if  we  have  disturbed  you  ! 

Johnson  [contemptuously,  looking  him  straight  in  the  face). 
Only  get  it  over  quickly  ! 

Rance.         Oh,  as  for  that, 

Two  minutes  will  be  quite  enough 
To  despatch  you ! 

Johnson  [indifferently). 

That's  all  I'm  asking  for. 

Rance  [with  mock  courtesy). 

And  all  that  everyone's  asking  for, 
Isn't  it? 

(The  crowd  of  miners  close  in  round  the  two  men  with  angry 
and  impatient  mutterings.) 
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{The  subdued  mutte  rings  of  the  miners  suddenly  burst  out 
in  a  rabid  and  most  violent  tumult.  They  are  all 
round  Johnson,  who  confronts  them  with  defiant  pride, 
erect,  with  raised  eyebrows.  They  close  in  upon  him 
with  threatening  gestures  and  cries.  The  horsemen  have 
got  off  their  saddles  and  joined  the  crowd,  leaving  their 
horses  in  tlie  background.) 

Different  Voices  {violently). 

To  death  with  him  !  .. 
Dog!... 

Son  of  a  Dog  !... 
Robber  !... 

Harry  (furiously,  going  towards  Johnson). 
You've  sacked 
The  whole  of  the  country  ! 

Handsome  (as  above). 

Your  gang  of  robbers 
Has  plundered  and  murdered  ! 

Johnson  (bursts  out). 

No  ! 

Trin.   (furiously,  going  up  to  Johnson). 

The  squadron  of  Monterey  was  murdered, 

Massacred  foully,  wiped  out  altogether, 

By  your  accursed  gang"  of  Mexican  butchers  I 

Happy.        It  was  your  vile  hand 

That  stabbed  poor  Tommy ! 

Johnson  (ashy  pale). 

No  !     It's  not  true  ! 

Happy  and  Others.  Yes  ! 

Harry.        In  this  valley  quite  lately 
A  post-boy  was  killed  ! 

Handsome.     'Twas  you  that  killed  him  ! 

Voices.       Let's  hang-  him  !     Let's  hang  him  ! 

Johnson  (very  haughtily,  raising  his  head,  his  eyes  flashing 
beneath  his  frowning  brows). 

No  !     It's  true  I've  been  a  thief, 
But  never  stooped  to  murder ! 

Joe  and  Others.     That's  a  lie  ! 

Harry.  Or,  if  it's  true, 

'Twas  only  a  chance  that  stopped  you  ! 
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Trin  (in  low-pitched  dramatic  accents). 

At  the  "  Polka  "  that  night 
You  came  to  rob  it ! 
Sonora.       It  was  Minnie's  eyes 

And  smiles  that  stopped  you  ! 
Handsome.     And  of  those  you  have  robbed  us  ! 
Sonora.       Thief!     You  have  bewitched  her. 
Harry.  Robber  !    Robber  ! 

Handsome.     Thief  of  gold 
And  of  women  ! 
Different  Voices. 

Let's  hang  the  dirty  Spaniard  !... 
We'll  hang  him  !... 
Billy  has  the  master-hand  !... 
Now  we  will  make  you  king  of  the  forest  !... 

(Chorus  of  fierce  laughter.} 
Trin,  Harry,  Joe.     We'll  teach  you  to  dance, 

Teach  you  the  very  latest  dance  ! 
Sonora,  Handsome,  Happy. 

We'll  make  you  pay  most  dear 
For  Minnie's  caresses  ! 
Handsome.     We'll  make  you  sing 
The  famous  ballad  of 
The  "  Fair  and  Lovely  Lady  !  " 
(They  roughly  push  Johnson  towards  the  tree  where  Billy 
is  standing  with  the  noose. ) 
Rance  (clapping  Johnson  on  the  shoulder \  laughing). 
Pray  don't  let  it  agitate  your  lordship  ! 
It's  a  mere  nothing... 
Johnson  (coldly,  then  growing  excited). 

At  least  spare  me  your  mocking.     As  to  death, 

I  don't  care  when  I  meet  it : 

I've  run  the  risk  of  death  too  often  ! 

(with  supreme  contempt. ) 
I  care  not  how  or  when. 
Untie  my  arm  and  I'll  cut  my  throat 
With  my  own  hand  ! 
'Tis  of  something  else  I  must  speak — 

(with  deep  feeling.) 

Of  the  girl  whom  I  love. 

(A  murmur  of  surprise  runs  through  the  crowd  of  miners.) 

Rance  (has  a  sudden  movement  as  if  about  to  throw  himself  on 

Johnson  ;    then  he  restrains  himself,  and  looking  at  his 

watch,  says  coldly :) 

You've  just  two  more  minutes  left  to  love  her. 
(The  miners^  mutterings  change  into  a  burst  of  a?igry  voices.) 


63 

Different  Voices  {with  restrained  anger). 
Enough  !... 

Get  the  rope  ready  !... 

Make  him  shut  up  !... 
He  can  speak  from  that  branch  !... 

Sonora  (dominating  the  crowd). 

No,  let  him  have  his  say!      It  is  his  right  ! 
{He  goes  up  to  Johnson  and  looks  at  him,   torn   between 
hatred,  admiration  and  jealousy.     All  are  silent.) 
Johnson  {surprised). 

I  thank  you,  Sonora  !  {turning  to  all.) 

For  her,  for  her  alone 

Whom  you  all  love, 

I  now  ask  a  kindness  and  your  promise  : 

That  she  may  never  know  how  I  have  died  ! 

{subdued  murmurs  for  and  against.) 
Rance  {looking  at  his  watch,  nervously). 

One  more  minute.      Look  sharp. 
Johnson  {with  intense  expression ,  growing  excited  and  almost 
smiling). 

Let  her  believe  that  I  have  gained  my  freedom, 

Living  the  better  life  that  she  has  taught  me  ! 

Let  her  await  my  coming. 

The  days  will  pass  away, 

And  I  shall  not  return. 

Minnie,    star  of  my  wasted  life,   that  lights   my 

journey, 
Minnie,  true  heart,  that  loved  me  so  very  dearly! 

Rance  {rushes  up  to  Johnson  and  hits  him  in  the  face). 
How  dare  you  ? 

{They  all  disapprove  of  Rance' s  action.} 
Have  you  no  more  to  say  ? 
Johnson  {haughtily). 

Nothing  !  Come  on  ! 
{He  goes  with  a  firm  step  towards  the  tree,  at  the  foot  of 
which  Billy  is  waiting  motionless,  holding  the  noose. 
The  crowd  follows  him  in  a  silence  which  is  almost 
respectful.  Six  men  with  pistols  draw  themselves  up  on 
either  side  of  the  tree.  Rance  stands  still,  with  folded 
arms,  watching  them. ) 
{A  piercing  cry  is  heard  from  the  right,  and  the  sound  of 
a  galloping  horse.     All  pause  and  turn  round.) 

Djfferent  Voices.     It's  Minnie  !     It's  Minnie  ! 

{Scene  of  confusion.  A 11  look  towards  the  backgroitnd  whence 
Minnie  will  appear  on  horseback,  followed  by  Nick,  also 
on  horseback. ) 
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Rance  [rushing  towards  Johnson  arid  shouting  like  a  madman). 
Hang-  him,  1  tell  you  ! 
(No   one  pays   any   moie  heed  to   Rance.      They  all  gaze 
towards  the  background  and  grow  excited  at  Minnie's 
arrival. ) 
''Minnie — -followed    by     Nick-  comes    on      on     horseback, 
dishevelled,     her    hair    flying    in     the    wind,    a    pistol 
between  her  teeth  ;  she  gets  down  and  runs  to  the  group 
of  men  surrounding  Johnson.) 
{The  crowd  of  miners   draws    back.      Johnson    remains 
motionless  in  the  middle  of  the  six  armed  men.) 
Minnie  {jumps  down  from  her  horse  with  a  desperate  shriek). 

Ah  no  !     Who  will  dare  ? 
Rance  [going  tip  to  her) 

Justice  demands  it. 
Minnie  [confronting  him). 

And  who  are  you 
To  talk  of  justice  ? 
Rascal  yourself! 
Rance  [goes  up  to  Minnie  threateningly)* 
Best  take  care 
What  you  say  to  me  ! 
Minnie  [looking  him  straight  in  the  face). 

What  can  you  do  ?     I  don't  fear  you  ! 
Rance  [pushing  her  away  roughly — to  the  miners  in  imperious 
tones). 

Now  then  ! 

Make  haste  and  hang  this  fellow  ! 
[Some  of  the  miners  resolutely  approach  Johnson.) 
Minnie  {with  one  bound  places  herself in  front  of 'Johnson  and 
levels  the  pistol  at  the  cr&wd). 

Oh,  no,  you  won't  !     Not  a  man  of  you  will  dare  ! 
(The  crowd  draws  backt   muttering  at  Minnie's 
threats. ) 
Rance  [urging  on  the  crowd). 

Tear  her  away  from  there ! 

Is  there  not  one  of  you   that  has   an    ounce   of 

courage  ? 
Does  a  petticoat  make  your  faces  grow  white  ? 
[The  crowd  remains  motionless ,  as  if  spell-bound  by  Minnie's 
look.) 
Minnie.       I  dare  you  !     I  dare  you  ! 

(She  presses  close  to  Johnson,  leans  her  face  on  his  shoulder \ 
and    continues    to    gaze   on   the  crowd  with   defiance ', 
keeping  the  pistol  levelled  at  them. ) 
Rance  (half  mad  with  rage). 

Now  then  !     Now  make  an  end  ! 

You  know  that  justice  must  be  done  !     Enough  ! 
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Different  Voices.     Stop  it !...  Let's  hang  him  !...  Stop  it !... 

( The  crowd,  growing  gradually  more  excited,  presses  close 

around  Minnie  and  Johnson.      Then  succumbing  again 

to   its  rage  of  hatred  and  jealousy,   it  advances   more 

threateningly.     Two  of  the  armed  men  beside  the  tree, 

seize  Minnie  by  the  shoulders  ;  she  wrenches  herself  free 

and  clings  to  Johnson  again,  swiftly  raising  her  pis  to  L) 

Minnie.       Stand  off,  or  I'll  kill  him  and  myself  too  ! 

Sonora  {with  a  shout,  throwing  himself  between  Minnie  and 

the  crowd) . 

Oh,  let  her  go  ! 
{All  draw  back,  Rance,  ashy  pale  and  grim,  goes  apart 
and  sits  dowyi  in  the  hollow  of  the  tree  near  the  fire. 
Sonora  remains  standing  in  a  threatening  attitude  near 
Minnie  and  Johnson.) 
Minnie  {white  as  death,  trembling  with  disdain,  in  strident 
tones). 

Was  ever  one  of  you  who  said  "  Stop  it," 
When  I  gave  up  the  best  of  my  days  to  you  ? 
When  in  the  midst  of  oaths  and  quarrels  I  used  to 
Share  your  worries  and  your  want  with  you 
Like  a  comrade  ? 
Not  one  of  you  did  ever  then  say 
"  Stop  it !" 
(  The  crowd  is  guiltily  silent.     Many  lower  their  heads. ) 
I  claim  this  man  as  mine, 
Mine  from  God  ! 

God  in  his  heav'n  above  had  blessed  him  ; 
He  was  going  away,  going  to  start  a  new  life  ; 
And  the  robber  that  was, 
Died  a  week  ago  in  my  cabin  ; 
You  cannot  kill  him  ! 
(A  rough  feeling  of  emotion  steals  into  their  hearts*    No  one 
offers  any  further  protest.) 

Sonora  {with  a  cry  which  is  almost  a  sob). 

Ah,  Minnie,  the  gold  wouldn't  matter, 

But  he's  robbed  us  of  your  heart  ! 
Minnie  (turning  round,  suddenly  affectionate). 

My  good  old  Sonora, 

Always  the  first  to  forgive. 
Sonora  {conquered,  moved,  lowers  his  eyes), 

Minnie  ! 
Minnie.  You  will  forgive, 

As  you  will  all  forgive... 
Voices  (moved,  with  bent  heads) 
No!... 

We  can't!... 
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Minnie. 
You  can  do  what  you  want  ! 

(Goes  up  to  Joe.) 
And  surely  you  will  want  it, 
Joe...   Wasn't  it  you  that  would 

bring-  me  flow'rs 
You  picked  by  the  Torrent,  like 

the  ones 
That  grow  in  your  country  ? 

(Tunis  to  Harry,  stroking  his 
hand. ) 
Harry,  how  many  evening's, 
When    we    thought    you    were 

dying-, 
And  you  tossed  on  your  bed  in 

delirium, 
Have  I  watched  by  your  side, 
While  you  thought  I  was  Maud, 
Your    little    sister     come    from 

home. 

(to  Trin,  very  gently.) 
And    you,   my  Trin,    whose  big- 
hand  I  have  guided, 
When  you  scrawled  the  first 
Unsteady    letters    that  we   sent 

from  here 
To  San  Domingo. 

(turning    to    Happy,    then    to 
Handsome,     stroking      his 
cheek. ) 
And  you,  dear  old  Happy, 
And   you,    Handsome,   with   big 

blue  eyes  like  a  baby... 

(turning  to  all.) 
And  you   all,   who   are   dear   to 

me  as  brothers, 
Honest  and  faithful  souls... 

(throws  away  her  pistol.) 
Look,  1  throw  away  my  pistol  ! 
Once  again  let  me  be  as  before, 
Your  loving  friend,  your  sister, 
Who  once,  not  long  ago,  taught 

you 
The    best  and  highest   teaching 

of  Love  : 
That  the  very  worst  of  sinners 
May  be  redeemed  and  shall  rind 

the  way  to  Paradise  !... 


Sonora, 
We  must...     We  owe   her  too 
m  u  c h  !        (to  one  of  the  me n . ) 
You  surely  will  agree  ! 

A  Miner. 

No,  we  can't ! 

Sonora  (to  Happy). 
You're  silent!      It  is  her  right! 

Some  Miners. 
And  what  will  Ashby  say? 

Sonora. 
Who  cares  what  he  will  say  ! 
We  are  the  masters  here  ! 

(going  up  to  one. ) 
You  must  give  in,  too  ! 

(to  others.) 
Come  on  ! 

(to  others.) 
I  say  we  must  ! 

(to  another.) 
You  surely  will  agree  ! 

Some  Miners 
(shrugging  their  shoulders) 
If  you  say  so... 

Sonora  (to  one). 
You,  too,  come  on  ! 

Happy  (to  the  same  one). 
You,  too  ! 

Trin  (wiping  away  a  tear). 
Yes,  you  have  made  me  cry  ! 
See  how  she  loves  him  ! 

Happy. 
And  how  sweet  and  kind  she  is! 

The  Miners. 
It's  a  shame — 
We'll  be  a  laughing  stock. 

Joe,   Harry,  Sonora  and 
Handsome. 
Minnie  is  worth  it  all ! 

Sonora  (turning  to  all). 
For  her,  for  my  sake,  do  it  ! 
(The    miners     signify    their 
assent. ) 
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( Johnson  kneels  down  deeply  touched,  he  kisses  the  hem  of 
Minnie's  gown  while  she  places  her  hand  on  his  head  as 
if  blessing  him.) 

Sonora    [shakes   hands   with   some   of  them   and  goes   tip    to 
Minnie).  (to  Minnie.) 

O,  Girl, 

Your  words  must  come  from  God, 

Your  love  is  something  high  and  holy  ! 

(Sonora  raises  Johnson  from  the  ground ;  with  his  knife 
he  quickly  cuts  the  rope  which  binds  his  hands.) 

In  the  name  of  all 
I  give  him  to  you!  (crying.) 

Go,  Minnie,  good-bye  ! 

(His  words  end  in  a  sob.  Minnie  kisses  Sonora,  then  with 
a  cry  of  joy  she  clings  to  Johnson,  cryifig  with  joy,  hey 
face  buried  on  his  shoulder.) 

Johnson  (supporting  her  and  looking  at  the  silent  crowd  from 
which  subdued  sobs  are  heard) 
You  shall  not  regret 

Minnie  (touched). 

Good-bye  ! 

All  (in  low  tones,  very  moved). 
Good-bye  ! 

(Minnie  wrings  Nick's  hands  very  affectionately,  and 
shakes  hands  with  others  near  her  ;  then  she  goes  up  to 
Johnson.) 

(Nick,  deeply  touched,  is  crying.) 

Johnson  and  Minnie  (Johnson,  his  arm  round  Minnie,  goes 
off  with  her). 

Good-bye,  beloved  country,  good-bye  my  California, 
My  mountains,  my  Sierra  Mountains — Good-bye  ! 

( They  go  off  the  stage. ) 

(The  crowd  is  in  a  state  of  dejection.  Some  are  o?i  the 
ground,  crying;  others,  leaning  against  their  horses  or 
the  trees,  give  way  to  their  grief,  othe7's  again  wave 
good-bye,  sadly,  to  Minnie,  as  she  disappears.) 

The  Voices  of  Minnie  and  Johnson  (behind  in  the  distance). 
Good-bye,  my  California,  good-bye  ! 

The  crowd  (sot to  voce,  weeping). 

You'll  never  come  again  !     Good-bye  !  Good-bye  ! 

(The  curtain  fails  slowly.) 
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( Engl  is  h  and  Ita  I  in  n   Words.) 

MEFISTOFELE 

AN   OPERA   IN   FOUR   ACTS. 

WRITTEN    AND   COMPOSED   BY 

ARRIGO    BOITO. 

English  Adaptation  by  THEO.  MARZIALS* 
Vocal  Score,  ?s*  net.  Piano  Score,  4s*  neti 

{English  and  Italian  Words.) 

OTELLO 

AN   OPERA    IN  FOUR   ACTS. 
English  Version  by  FRANCIS  HUEFFER. 

MUSIC  BY 

GIUSEPPE    VERDI. 

Vocal  Score,  7s*  6d*  net*  Piano  Score,  4s*  net* 

(English  and  Italian  Words.) 


MANON     LESCAUT 

A    LYRIC    DRAMA    IN    FOUR    ACTS. 
English  Version  by  MOWBRAY    MARRAS. 

MUSIC   BY 

G.  PUCCINI. 

Vocal  Score,  7s.  6d.  net.    (English  and  Italian  Words,)       Piano  Score,  4s.  n 

LA  BOHEME 

(The  Bohemians) 

AN    OPERA    IN    FOUR    ACTS. 
(Founded  on  Murger's  "  La  Vie  de  Bolieme. ') 

MUSIC   BY 

G.  PUCCINI. 

English  Version  by  W.  GRIST  and  PERCY  PINKERTON. 
Vocal  Score,  6s.  net.  Vocal  Score,  15s.  net.  Piano  Score,  3s.  ne 

(With  English  Words.)  {With  Italian  Words) 

TOSCA 

AN    OPERA    IN    THREE    ACTS. 

By  V.  SARDOU,    L.   ILLICA  and  G.  GIACOSA. 

English  Version  by  W.  BEATTY-KINGSTON. 

MUSIC    BY 

G.  PUCCINI. 

Vocal  Score,  8s.  net.    (English  and  Italian  Words.)  Piano  Score,  4s.  net. 

MADAMA    BUTTERFLY 

A    JAPANESE    TRAGEDY. 

Libretto  by  L.  ILLICA  and  G.  GIACOSA. 

English  Version  by  R.  H.  ELKIN. 

MUSIC   BY 

G.  PUCCINI. 

Vocal  Score,  8s.  net.    (English  and  Italian  Words.)  Piano  Score,  4s.  net. 

The  GIRL  of  the  GOLDEN  WEST 

(La  Fanciulla  del  West) 

AN    OPERA    IN    THREE    ACTS. 

Founded  on  the  Drama  by  DAVID  BELASCO. 

English  Version  by  R.  H.  ELKIN. 

MUSIC   BY 

G.  PUCCINI. 

Vocal  Score,  8s.  net.    (English  and  Italian  Words.)  Piano  Score,  4s.  net. 

3&ay  be  had  of  all  JXCusic  Sellers,  and  of 

G.  RICORDI  &  CO.,  265,  Regent  Street,  London,  W. 


Ricordi's    Cheap    Edition    of    Standard    Operas. 


Composer 

Title 

_    Vocal 
^    Score 

Piano 
Score 

Apolloni 

L'Ebreo 

6 

0 



Auber 

Fra  Diavolo 

5 

0 

1     0 

95 

Muta  di   Forties   ... 

5 

0 

1    6 

Balfe 

The   Bohemian  Girl 

2    0 

Beethoven   ... 

Fidelio     ... 

1    0 

Bellini 

Beatrice  di  Tenda 

3 

0 

1     0 

55 

Capuleti  e  Montecchi 

2 

6 

1     0 

55 

Norma    ... 

2 

6 

1    0 

55 

Pirata 

3 

6 

1    6 

55 

Puritani.., 

3 

0 

1    0 

51 

Sonnambula 

2 

6 

1    0 

55 

Straniera 

3 

3 

1    6 

Boito 

Mefistofele  (Eng\  &  Ital.  words)    ... 

8 

0 

4    0 

Cimarosa     ... 

Giannina  e  Bernardone    ... 

4 

0 

1    0 

55 

Matrimonio  segreto 

3 

6 

1    0 

Donizetti 

Ajo  nell'  imbarazzo 

3 

0 

— 

,. 

Anna  Bolena 

3 

0 

1    0 

55 

Belisario 

3 

0 

— 

55 

Betly 

2 

6 

— 

!9 

Don  Pasquale 

3 

0 

1    0 

18 

Don  Scbastiano  ... 

4 

0 

1    0 

55 

Elisir  d'amore 

2 

9 

1    0 

95 

Favorita 

3 

0 

1     0 

55 

Figlia  del   Reggimento     ... 

2 

6 

1    0 

53 

Gemma  di  Vergy 

2 

6 

1    0 

J9 

Linda  di  Chamounix 

3 

0 

1    0 

55                             •'• 

Lucia  di  Lammermoor 

2 

6 

1    0 

55 

Lucrezia  Borgia  ... 

2 

6 

1    0 

9 .                             ... 

Maria  di  Rohan  ... 

2 

6 

1     0 

13 

Poliuto    ... 

3 

0 

1    3 

53 

Roberto  Devereux 

4 

0 

— 

Flotow 

Alessandro  Stradella 

2 

G 

— 

59 

Marta  (Italian  &  French  words)    ... 

6 

0 

1     6 

Gluck 

Alceste  ... 

3 

0 

1     0 

55                                    •  •  * 

Armida  ... 

3 

0 

2    0 

55                                      ••  • 

Orfeo  ed  Euridice 

2 

0 

1    0 

Halevy 

L'Ebrea... 

8 

0 

3    0 

Herotd 

Zampa    ... 

4 

0 

1    6 

Mercadante 

Bravo 

3 

0 

— 

55 

Giuramento           »— 

2 

6 

1    0 

Meyerbeer  ... 

Africana 

8 

0 

5    0 

55                            *" 

Dinorah...             ...             ....             •.►. 

4 

6 

1    9 

59                           ••* 

Profeta  ... 

4 

6 

1     6 

Roberto  il  Diavolo 

4 

6 

1    (5 

SI                            »«* 

Stella  del  Nord  ... 

6 

0 

2    6 

59 

Ugonotti 

4 

6 

1    f> 

Mozart 

Don  Giovanni 

4 

0 

1    0 

91                                 ••* 

Flauto  Magico    .... 

4 

0 

— 

99                                  ••* 

Nozze  di  Figaro 

3 

6 

— 

Nicolaj 

Vispe  Comari  di  Windsor 

4 

0 

— 

Pacini 

Saffo       

3 

6 

1    0 

Paer 

Maestro  di  Cappella 

2 

6 

— 

Paisiello 

Barbiere  di  Siviglia            .. 

3 

6 

— 

Pedrotti 

Tutti  in  Maschera     ^        .« 

5 

6 

— 

Pergolesi 

Serva  Padrona    ... 

1 

0 

— 

All  the  above  Vocal  Scores  have  Italian  words  except  where  otherwise  indicated, 

(continued^ 


Ricordi's   Cheap    Edition   of  Standard   Operas  -(continued  , 


Composer 


Title 


Vocal 

Score 


Pianc 

Score 


Ponchielli 


Puccini 


Ricci  (Frat.) 
Rossini 


Spontini 
Verdi 


Wagner 


Wallace 
Weber 


Figliuol   Prodigo 

Gioconda  (English  &  Italian  words) 

Lituani    ... 

Marion   Delorme... 

Promessi  Sposi    ... 

Boheme  (English  words)... 

Madam  Butterfly  (Eng.  &  ita]#  worcis) 

Manon  Lescaut  (Eng.  &,  Ital.  words) 

Tosca  (English  &  Italian  words)    ... 

Villi  (English  words) 

Crispino  e  la  Comare 

Assedio  di  Corinto 

Barbiere  di  Siviglia 

Cenerentola 

Conte  Ory 

Gazza  ladra 

Guglielmo  Tell    ... 

Italiana  in  Algeri 

Mose 

Otello     ... 

Semiramide 

Vestale  ... 

Ai'da  (English  &  Italian  words) 

Alzira 

Aroldo    ... 

Attila       ... 

Ballo  in  maschera 

Battaglia  di  Legnano 

Corsaro... 

Due  Foscari 

Ernani     ... 

Falstaff  (English  &  Italian  words) 

Finto  Stanislao    ... 

Forza  del  Destino 

Giovanna  d'Arco 

Lombardi 

Luisa  Miller 

Macbeth 

Masnadieri 

Nabucco 

Oberto  Conte  di  San  Bonifacio    ... 

Otello  (English  &  Italian  words)... 

Rigoletto 

Traviata 

Trovatore  (English  &  Italian  words) 

Vespri  Siciliani    ... 

Lohengrin 

Rienzi     ... 

Tannhauser 

The  Flying  Dutchman     ... 

Tristan  and  Isolda 

Maritana 

Der  Freischutz    ... 


.8    0 

«    0 

8    0 

6    0 

G    0 

6    0 

8    0 

7       £ 

/       t) 

8    0 

G    0 

5    0 

4    0 

9        'X 

O       O 

4    0 

4    0 

4    G 

5    G 

4    0 

3    0 

3    0 

4    0 

4    0 

8    0 
3    (\ 

4    0 

3    6 

5    0 

3    G 

3    0 

3    G 

4    0 

8    0 

4    3 

8    0 

3    G 

4    0 

3    G 

8    0 

3    G 

3    G 

3    6 

7    6 

5    0 

5    0 

3    6 

5    0 

6    0 

6    0 

6    0 

6    0 

6    0 

2    6 

All  the  above  Vocal  Scores  have  Italian  words  except  where  otherwise  indicated* 

MAY   BE    HAD   OF   ALL   MUSIC   SELLERS    AND   OF 

G.  RICORDI  &  CO.,  265,  Regent  Street,  London,  W 


FROM 


Madame    MELBA'S 

Repertoire 


R  PAOLO  TOSTPS  SONGS 


GOOD-BYE ! 


Published  in  E  flat,  F  (compass   C 
to  F),  G  and  A  flat. 


LA   SERENATA 


Published  in  C,  E  flat  (compass  D 
to  E  flat)  and  F. 


MATTINATA 


Published  in  E  flat,  F  (compass  D 
to  F)  and  G. 


L'ULTIMA  CANZONE 


Published  in  B  flat  minor  (compass 
D  to  F),  C  minor  and  D  minor. 


I   AM   NOT   FAIR 


Published   in   F,    G  (compass  D  to 
E)  and  A. 


LOVE'S   WAY 


Published  in  E  flat,  F  (compass   C 
to  F)  and  A  flat. 


Price  2/-  net  each. 


MAY  BE  HAD  OF  ALL  MUSIC  SELLERS  AND  OF 

G.  RICORDI  &  CO.,  265,  Regent  Street,  London,  W. 


JMELAAT     SONGc, 


"I  COME  TO  YOU." 

BY 

NOEL    JOHNSON. 


25— J—J=ti 


-jL-»-d^=d^    I'M     i 


Since  you    have    call'd     in    ten  -  der    tones    to       me, 


fmmmMmmmm^m 


Since     in     your     eyes     a    world    of     love       I  see, 

Since  you  have  call'd  in  tender  tones  to  me. 
Since  in  your  eyes  a  world  of  love  I  see, 
Since  life  was  dark,  but  now  the  skies  are  blue, 
I  come  to  you. 

I  do  not  come  with  aught  save  love  to  give, 
But  take  it,  dear,  and  teach  me  how  to  live  ; 
With  faith  made  strong,  with  gladness  born  anew, 
I  come  to  you. 

Since  to  our  hearts  this  gift  of  love  is  given, 

Guiding  our  feet  along  the  way  to  Heaven, 

God  keep  it  pure,  God  keep  it  fair  and  true — 

I  come  to  you. 

E.  Teschemachkr. 

Price     a/-    net. 


May  be  had  of  all  Music  Sellers,  and  of 

G.  RICORDI  &  CO.,  265,  Regent  Street,  London,  W. 


G.    RICORDI    &    CO.'s 

Standard  Popular  Songs 

for  Ever  and  for  Ever  F.  Paolo  Tosti 

Words  by  Violet  Fane. 
Published  in  C  (B  to  C),  E  and  F. 

Good  Bye  F.  Paolo  Tosti 

Words  by  G.  J.  Whyte  M elrille. 
Published  in  E  flat  (B  flat  to  E  flat),  F,  G  and  A  flat. 

Parted  F.  Paolo  Tost? 

Words  by  F.  E.  Weatherry. 
Published  in  F  (C  to  D).  A  flat  and  B  flat. 

Funiculi  FunicuBa  Luigi  Denza 

English  words  by  Edward  Oxenford. 
Published  in  E  flat  (D  to  F),  and  F. 

Violets  Ellen  Wright 

Words  by  Julian  Fane.     From  the  German  of  H.  Heine. 
Published  in  E  flat  (C  to  E  flat),  F  and  A  flat. 

A  Song  of  Waiting  Ellen  Wright 

Words  by  Edward  Teschemacher. 
Published  in  E  flat  (B  flat  to  E  flat),  F  and  G. 

Unless  L.  Caracciolo 

Words  by  Mrs.  Browning". 
Published  in  G  (G  to  E),  A  flat,  B  flat  and  C. 

Roses  in  June  Edward  German 

Words  by  Clifton  Bingham. 
Published  in  D  (B  to  D),  F  and  G. 

The  Devout  Lover  Maude  V.  White 

Words  bv  W.  H.  Pollock. 
Published  in  E  flat  (D  to  E  flat)  and  F. 

Go,  Lovely  Rose  Maude  V.  White 

Words  by  Edmund  Waller. 
Published  in  D  flat  (C  to  E  flat)  and  E. 

Love  me  F.  Paolo  Tosti 

Words  by  Githa  Sowerby. 
Published  in  F,  A  flat  (E  flat  to  E  flat),  and  B  flat. 

Queen  of  the  Earth  Ciro  Pinsuti 

Words  by  R.  L.  D'Arcy  Jaxone. 
Published  in  A  flat  (B  flat  to  E  flat),  B  flat  and  D. 

The  Rosy  Morn  Landon  Ronald 

Words  by  Edward  Teschemacher. 
Published  in  C  (C  to  E)  and  E  flat. 

Two"  Lyrics  Ellen  Wright 

Words  by  Edward  Teschemacher. 

Published  for  Contralto  or  Bass  (B  flat  to  E  flat),  Mezzo-Soprano  or  Baritone, 

Soprano  or  Tenor. 

Starlight  F.  Paolo  Tosti 

Words  by  Laurence  Hope. 
Published  in  E  flat,  F  (C  to  F)  and  G. 

A  Song  of  Sleep  Lord  Henry  Somerset 

Words  by  Lord  Henry  Somerset. 
Published  in  D  (D  to  D)  and  F. 

A  Song  of  May  Lord  Henry  Somerset 

Words  by  A.  F.  Swinburne. 
Published  in  D  (D  to  D),  E  flat  and  F. 

The  Last  Dream  F.  H.  Cowen 

Words  by  F.  E.  Weatherly. 
Published  in  E  flat  (B  flat  to  E  flat),  F,  G  and  A  flat. 

Oome  to  me  Luis,!  Denza 

Words  by  William  Boosey. 
Published  in  A  flat,  B  flat  (C  to  F),  C  and  D. 

Price   25/-   net  each. 

May  be  had  of  all   Music  Sellers   and  of 
Q.   RICORDI  &  CO.,   265,  REGENT  STREET,  LONDON,  W 


